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IN MY FIRST FLOWER-TIME 


N my first flower-time, when the lily broke its sheath, 
Each day brought surprise from the dark lake under- 
neath : 
I wondered unknowing when I lay down at night 
What image at morning would burn upon my sight. 


Vigil by vigil the hours that flushed me passed, 
Beyond my controlling each vision dimmed the last : 
Forest of dreams was I, as I sauntered or slept : 

But of all that wild life how little have I kept. 


From their vast coloured worlds of passions, thoughts and 
dreams 

In speech men have gathered only fragments and gleams; 

And I too, I leave here, before I pass on, 

These petals to show through what glades I have gone. 


THE STRONGHOLD 


UIETER than any twilight 
Shed over earth’s last deserts, 
Quiet and vast and shadowless 
Is that unfounded keep, 
Higher than the roof of the night’s high chamber, 
Deep as the shaft of sleep. 
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And solitude will not cry there, 
Melancholy will not brood there, 
Hatred, with its sharp corroding pain, 
And fear will not come there at all : 
Never will a tear or a heart-ache enter 
Over that enchanted wall. 


But, O, if you find that castle, 

Draw back your foot from the gateway, 

Let not its peace invite you, 

Let not its offerings tempt you. 
For faded and decayed like a garment, 
Love to a dust will have fallen, 
And song and laughter will have gone with sorrow, 
And hope will have gone with pain; 
And of all the throbbing heart’s high courage 
Nothing will remain. 


WINTER NIGHTFALL 


HE old yellow stucco 
Of the time of the Regent 
Is flaking and peeling : 
The rows of square windows 
In the straight yellow building 
Are empty and still; 
And the dusty dark evergreens 
Guarding the wicket 
Are draped with wet cobwebs, 
And above this poor wilderness 
Toneless and sombre 
Is the flat of the hill. 
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They said that a colonel 
Who long ago died here 

Was the last one to live here : 
An old retired colonel, 

Some Fraser or Murray, 

I don’t know his name; 
Death came here and summoned him, 
And the shells of him vanished 
Beyond all speculation ; 

And silence resumed here, 
Silence and emptiness, 
And nobody came. 


Was it wet when he lived here, 
Were the skies dun and hurrying, 
Was the rain so irresolute ? 
Did he watch the night coming, 
Did he shiver at nightfall, 
Before he was dead ? 
Did the wind go so creepily, 
Chilly and puffing, 
With drops of cold rain in it? 
Was the hill’s lifted shoulder 
So lowering and menacing, 
So dark and so dread? 


Did he turn through his doorway 
And go to his study, 
And light many candles? 
And fold in the shutters, 
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And heap up the fireplace 
To fight off the damps? 

And muse on his boyhood, 

And wonder if India 

Ever was real? 

And shut out the loneliness 

With pig-sticking memoirs 
And collections of stamps ? 


Perhaps. But he’s gone now, 

He and his furniture 

Dispersed now for ever; 

And the last of his trophies, 

Antlers and photographs, 
Heaven knows where. 

And there’s grass in his gateway, 

Grass on his footpath, 

Grass on his door-step ; 

The garden’s grown over, 

The well-chain is broken, 
The windows are bare. 


And I leave him behind me, 
For the straggling, discoloured 
Rags of the daylight, 
And hills and stone walls 
And a rick long forgotten 

Of blackening hay : 
The road pale and sticky, 
And cart-ruts and nail marks, 
And wind-ruffled puddles, 
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And the slop of my footsteps 
In this desolate country’s 
Cadaverous clay. 


HE. SHIP 


HERE was no song nor shout of joy 
Nor beam of moon or sun, 
When she came back from the voyage 
Long ago begun; 
But twilight on the waters 
Was quiet and grey, 
And she glided steady, steady and pensive, 
Over the open bay. 


Her sails were brown and ragged, 
And her crew hollow-eyed, 

But their silent lips spoke content 
And their shoulders pride ; 

Though she had no captives on her deck, 
And in her hold 

There were no heaps of corn or timber 
Or silks or gold. 


A HOUSE 


ow very quietly, and rather mournfully, 
In clouds of hyacinth the sun retires, 
And all the stubble-fields that were so warm to him 
Keep but in memory their borrowed fires. 


And I, the traveller, break, still unsatisfied, 
From that faint exquisite celestial strand, 
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And turn and see again the only dwelling-place 
In this wide wilderness of darkening land. 


The house, that house, O now what change has come toit, 
Its crude red-brick facade, its roof of slate ; 

What imperceptible swift hand has given it 
A new, a wonderful, a queenly state? 


No hand has altered it, that parallelogram, 
So inharmonious, so ill arranged; 

That hard blue roof in shape and colour’s what it was ; 
No, it is not that any line has changed: 


Only that loneliness is now accentuate. 
And, as the dusk unveils the heaven’s deep cave, 
This small world’s feebleness fills me with awe again, 
And all man’s energies seem very brave. 


And this mean edifice, which some dull architect 
Built for an ignorant earth-turning hind, 

Takes on the quality of that magnificent 
Unshakable dauntlessness of human kind. 


Darkness and stars will come, and long the night will be, 
Yet imperturbable that house will rest, 

Avoiding gallantly the stars’ chill scrutiny, 
Ignoring secrets in the midnight’s breast. 


Thunders may shudder it, and winds demoniac 
May howl their menaces, and hail descend; 
Yet it will bear with them, serenely, steadfastly, 
Not even scornfully, and wait the end. 
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And all a universe of nameless messengers 
From unknown distances may whisper fear, 
And it will imitate immortal permanence, 
And stare and stare ahead and scarcely hear. 


It stood there yesterday; it will to-morrow, too, 
When there is none to watch, no alien eyes 
To watch its ugliness assume a majesty 
From this great solitude of evening skies. 


So lone, so very small, with worlds and worlds around, 
While life remains to it prepared to outface 
Whatever awful unconjectured mysteries 
May hide and wait for it in time and space. 


THE REBEL HEART 


Man: Heart, why dost thou ache? 
Heart: Thou knowest why I ache 
All the long dark and tired and turning night-time, 
Trying, trying to break. 


What is thy secret now? 
Is it indolence this time, 

Trusting in faithless fortune that has made thee 
Accessory to a crime? 


Or cowardice? Art thou afraid 
To face stark Nature still, 

Or of some single word or shame or battle 
That must come if it will? 
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Or does thine ancient lust 
Once more insatiate burn? 

Or hast thou asked again a truth from others 
Thou would’st not dare return? 


Ah, dreamer, slave of dreams ! 
I hear thy childish cry : 

**Why will not these things be as I would have them? 
Others should fail, not I : 


‘* Sink in the sullen flood, 
Be tortured in the fire; 

But I . . . the universe was made to give me 
The whole of my desire.” 


TO A WHITE BUTTERFLY SEEN 
FLYING UP NEW BRIDGE STREET, 
BLACKFRIARS 


N a day of uniform cloud, 

Oppressed by the heavy sky and the swarming crowd, 
The hoot and rattle and roar of car and dray 
Dense and confused between the restless shame 
Of the ugly buildings, I picked my northward way 
From river to office. There came, 
Fluttering slowly, forlorn and tired, 
Lifting, perilously falling, to be almost mired, 
A lost white butterfly, crookedly matching my pace, 
Hesitating to perch on each strange empty space, 
Then persisting again to the north. 
The hurrying people saw it. Some turned 
With smiling or stony faces; in some there burned 
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A desire one saw repressed to put greedily forth 

The hand of death. In the Circus it drooped to alight 

On a newsboy’s placard of crime, and the wings, greenish- 
white, 

Trembled half-open. The boy pointed and grinned; 

Then again it went off like a leaf in a wayward wind, 

With weary resolution across the street 

Where the four ways meet. 

And I watched it vanish and thought of the way it must go, 

The journey, the dangers, before it ever could know 

A waning of noise, an ending of stones, an hour 

Of sleep on a flower, 

And wings safely furled. 


Ah, Psyche ! wandering through the walls of the world, 
Remembering green meadows and a sweeter air, 
Thou knowest not where ! 


THE LANDING AT NIGHT 
(To H. Belloc) 
s twilight fell the wind blew strong, 
The seas around the Head 
Rose high : we could not round that night: 
** Best go about,” we said, 


And ran her for the northward curve 
Till in smooth swell she lay, 

And made all fast, and left her there 
Anchored in Dead Man’s Bay. 
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We pulled away : on crinkling seas 
Gleamed small her riding light : 
All else was dark, but high on shore 

Two windows in the night. 


Plash went our oars in silent air, 
The rowlocks knocked and whined, 
We holloed to the dark, and then 
Felt her on pebbles grind. 


Just seen, vast paleness in the dark 
Above us rank on rank 

In steep straight even ridges rose 
The myriad-pebbled bank, 


The lonely curves of endless stones 
That turned for miles, we knew; 

** Ahoy !? we cried; beyond the sky 
Came back a far halloo, 


And crunch of pebbles in the dark; 
And then on that high rim 

A lanthorn burned, held up beside 
A face fantastic grim, ; 


Hollowed and reddened in the glare 
Which all around showed forms 

Stirring, round which there seemed to cling 
Shadows of many storms. 


And ten men took the dinghy’s rope 
With “ Hup !” and “‘ Hup !” and “ Hup !” 
Swish through the avalanching pile 
Till she was safe atop. 
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With muffled murmurs once again 
They gathered round the light, 

And silent stood and stared at us, 
The strangers of a night; 


Men curious, natural and wild, 
As dark as buccaneers, 

Shaggy and dark, with shining eyes 
And earrings in their ears. 


And then they gave good-night and turned 
Still lanthorn-led inshore : 

Their footsteps and their muttering died 
Behind the inn’s dark door. 


SONG 


HAT shall I do to kill my heart 
That will not let me be, 
What philtre? What hypnotic art 
Were medicine for me? 
For all day long I hide my wound 
And all night long I wake 
Treading the dull and ruthless round 
Of this perpetual ache. 


Thy heart will ache, and will not break, 
For many a night again, 
Until there comes a Friend who'll take 
In silence all thy pain; 
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And quiet all thy love shall be, 
And fear shall fade as well, 

And all the moan of memory 
End like an autumn bell. 


A FAR’ PLACE 


HELTERED, when the rain blew over the hills it was, 
Sunny all day when the days of summer were long, 
Beyond all rumour of labouring towns it was, 
But at dawn and evening its trees were noisy with song. 


There were four elms on the southward lawn standing, 
Their great trunks evenly set in a square 

Of shadowed grass in spring pierced with crocuses, 
And their tops met high in the empty air. 


Where the morning rose the grey church was below us, 
If we stood by the porch we saw on either hand 

The ground falling, the trees falling, and meadows, 

A river, hamlets and spires; a chequered land, 


A wide country where cloud shadows went chasing 
Mile after mile, diminishing fast, until 

They met the far blue downs; but round the corner 
The western garden lay lonely under the hill. 


And closed in the western garden, under the hillside, 
Where silence was and the rest of the world was gone, 
We saw and took the curving year’s munificence : 
Changing from flower to flower the garden shone. 
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Early its walks were fringed with little rock-plants, 
Sprays and tufts of blossom, white, yellow, and blue, 
And all about were sprinkled stars of narcissus, 
And swathes of tulips all over the garden grew. 


White groups and pink, red, crimson and lemon-yellow, 
And the yellow-and-red-streaked tulips once loved by a boy ; 
Red and yellow their stiff and varnished petals, 

And the scent of them stings me still with a youthful joy. 


And in the season of perfect and frailest beauty, 
Pear-blossom broke and the lilacs’ waxen cones, 
And a tranced laburnum trailing its veils of yellow 
Tenderly drooped over the ivied stones. 


The lilacs browned, a breath dried the laburnum, 

The swollen peonies scattered the earth with blood, 
And the rhododendrons shed their sumptuous mantles, 
And the marshalled irises unsceptred stood ; 


And the borders filled with daisies and pied sweet-williams 
And busy pansies; and there as we gazed and dreamed, 
And breathed the swooning smell of the packed carnations, 
The present was always the crown of all: it seemed 


Each month more beautiful sprang from a robe discarded, 
The year all effortless dropt the best away 

And struck the heart with loveliness new, more lavish. 
When the clambering rose had blown and died, by day 


The broad-leaved tapering many-shielded hollyhocks 
Stood like pillars and shone to the August sun, 
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The glimmering cups of waking evening primroses 
Filled the dusk now the scent of the rose was done. 


A wall there was and a door to the rose-garden, 

And out of that a gate to the orchard led, 

And there was the last hedge, and the turf sloped upward 
Till the sky was cut by the hill’s line overhead. 


And thither at times we climbed, and far below us 
That world that had made the world remote was seen, 
Small, a huddle of russet roofs and chimneys, 

And its guard of elms like bushes against the green : 


One spot in the country, little and mild and homely, 
The nearest house of a wide, populous plain... . 
But down at evening under the stars and the branches 
In the whispering garden we lost the world again. 


Whispering, faint, the garden under the hillside . . . 
Under the stars. . . . Is it true that we lived there long ? 
Was it certainly so? Did ever we know that dwelling, 
Breathe that night, and hear in the night that song? 


LATE SNOW 


HE heavy train through the dim country went rolling, 

dl eat e 

Interminably passing misty snow-covered ploughland ridge; 

That merged in the snowy sky; came turning meadows, 
fences, 

Came gullies and passed, and ice-coloured streams under 
frozen bridges. 
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OLD SONG 


Y window is darkness, 
The sighs of the night die in silence; 
The lamp on my table 
Burns gravely, the walls are withdrawn; 
And beneath, in your darkness, 
You are sleeping and dreaming forgetful, 
But I think of you smiling, 
For I’m wakeful and now it is only an hour to the 
dawn. 


When the first throb of light comes 

I shall rise and go out to the garden, 

And walk the lawn’s verdure 

Before the wet gossamer goes; 

And when you come down, sweet, 

All singing and light in the morning, 

Delight will break ambush 

With your garden’s most fragrant and softest and reddest 
red rose. 


ARAB SONG 


HEN her eyes’ sudden challenge first halted my feet 
y \ on the path, 

I stood like a shivering caught fugitive, and strained at my 
breath, 

And the Truth in her eyes was the portent of Love and of 
Death, 

For I am of the tribe of Ben Asra, who die when they 
love. 
Cc 17 


O you who have faded because girls were contemptuous and 
cold, 

I pitied you; but mine I have won, and her breast I enfold 

Despairing, and in agony long for the thing that I hold : 

For I am of the tribe of Ben Asra, who die when they love. 


She is fair; and her eyes in her hair are like stars in a 
stream. 

She is kind : never vaporous sleep-eddying maid in a dream 

Leaning over my darkness-drowned pillow more tender did 
seem. 

But her beauty and sweetness are as blasts from the sands 
of the South. 

Drink me, palsy me, flay me, bleed my veins, chain my 
limbs, choke my mouth, 

And make salt to my lips the wine that should temper my 
drouth : 

For I am of the tribe of Ben Asra, who die when they love. 


Death must come: it were best by a knife in her hand or 
my own. 

She’d not strike and I dare not, but here, as I wander alone, 

Should the wood topple over at a beast flying out like a 
stone 

I shall smile in its face at her image bending down from the 
sky, 

And its teeth in my neck will be hers, and its snarls as I die 

Will be gentle and sweet to my ears as the voice of 
the dove : 

For I am of the tribe of Ben Asra, who die when they 
love. 
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ANOTHER GENERATION 


ERE is a woman like a seed, 
There is a man in embryo, 
Whose spirits, faces, sex indeed 
Their very mothers do not know. 


Only their being is revealed. 

They are : all else is hid in gloom, 
Fixt by authority, but sealed 

Deep in the future and the womb. 


Yet they are foreordained to be 
One female, and the other male, 
And they will come the light to see, 
And suck, and bite their fists, and wail, 


And grow through childhood wondering still 
At all the beauties of the earth, 

And learn the exercise of will, 
Mercy and truth and tears and mirth. 


Season of youth ! they'll live with joy 
Through all our careless days of old, 

Yet leave behind the girl and boy, 
Their dearest secrets still untold. 


Separate still, they will not meet, 
Though Life be light, unsatisfied, 
Not finding any, wise or sweet, 
The born companions of their pride, 


Till destiny disguised as chance 
Pricks out the hour with silver pin, 
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Decrees a dinner or a dance, 
A house, a garden or an inn, 


Where they'll be left alone a space, 
Strangers, and talk; and she will find 
Him like herself, and he her face 
The language of a perfect mind. 


And once again with all the rest 

They'll come together, and friends depart, 
Congeniality confessed, 

Each with a trouble at the heart. 


And one more day and they will know 

A final wound, they are struck by love, 
The god at last has drawn his bow, 

And sent a shaft that will not move; 


And he a whole night long will wake 
Abased and helpless, framing speech, 
Made desperate by his heart’s fierce ache 

To ask a thing beyond his reach, 


And she all trembling in her bed 

Will search his strangeness, yearn and weep, 
Loving him, filled with virgin dread, 

And see the dawn, and find no sleep, 


And pressed by thunder they will rise, 
And when a few more hours have gone, 
Her burning cheek and languid eyes 
Will tell him all his war is won. 
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Ah, but I know their months of bliss, 
Their happy silence, happy talk, 

How they will roam and pause and kiss, 
Confess, discover, while they walk; 


How they will stand by stream and lake, 
And go, as though exchanging sight, 

Through bluebell wood and primrose brake 
Finding in all a new delight; 


And watch the sunset from a gate, 
And see the evening fade, and then 
All of a sudden learn to hate 
The evil that is done by men. . . 


So they will mate, and they will get 
A wondrous child, and several more, 
The prettiest, strongest, gayest set 
That mortal mother ever bore, 


And love to watch this brood of theirs 
Grow up, though they grow older too, 

And laugh to find their first grey hairs 
Since there is nothing else to do... . 


Each thought you guard, each pulse of mine 
Will wake in them, but they not guess 

We shared of old the immortal wine 
Of their delight and their distress, 


Who, beyond question, also were 
Wisest of all the race of Man, 
One only comprehending pair, 
Unique, since first the world began. 
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EPITAPH IN OLD MODE 


HE leaves fall gently on the grass, 
And all the willow trees, and poplar trees, and elder 
trees 

That bend above her where she sleeps, 

O all the willow trees, the willow trees 

Breathe sighs upon her tomb. 


O pause and pity, as you pass, 

She loved so tenderly, so quietly, so hopelessly ; 
And sometimes comes one here and weeps : 
She loved so tenderly, so tenderly, 

And never told them whom. 


EHE JOURNEY 


TOOK the train a whole day long 
To see that girl again; 

When sunset died, in a bare country, 
I stepped from an empty train, 


And walked for miles by a hedgeless track 
Hushed in evening’s air, 

Till I came to the place where she lived with her father, 
And entered and found her there : 


A quiet woman in flowered muslin 
In a lamp’s homely ray, 

Pale, dark-haired, gliding and bending 
Where the palsied figure lay. 


Her eyes remembered, but now she was busy, 
I stood in the shadows long, 
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Till at last the old man was taken to sleep 
And she gave him a kiss like a song. 


And freed at last, she whispered me out, 
And we walked over slopes of turf, 

That came to the scent of the salt sea 
And the sighing of slow surf. 


And there we leaned to the night’s dark sea 
Over a grass-topped wall, 

My hand just touching her cool arm, 
Saying nothing at all. 


THE MARCH 


HEARD a voice that cried, ‘‘ Make way for those who 
died !” | 
‘And all the coloured crowd like ghosts at morning fled; 
And down the waiting road, rank after rank there strode, 
In mute and measured march, a hundred thousand dead. 


A hundred thousand dead, with firm and noiseless tread, 

All shadowy-grey yet solid, with faces grey and ghast, 

And by the house they went, and all their brows were bent 

Straight forward; and they passed, and passed, and passed, 
and passed. 


But O there came a place, and O there came a face, 
That clenched my heart to see it, and sudden turned my 
way > 
And in the Face that turned I saw two eyes that burned, 
Never-forgotten eyes, and they had things to say. 
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Like desolate stars they shone one moment, and were gone, 
And I sank down and put my arms across my head, 

And felt them moving past, nor looked to see the last, 

In steady silent march, our hundred thousand dead. 


AUGUST MOON. :1917 
(To Francis Stopford) 


N the smooth grey heaven is poised the pale half moon 

And sheds on the wide grey river a broken reflection. 
Out from the low church-tower the boats are moored 
After the heat of the day, and await the dark. 


And here, where the side of the road shelves into the river 
At the gap where barges load and horses drink, 

There are no horses. And the river is full 

And the water stands by the shore and does not lap. 


And a barge lies up for the night this side of the island, 
The bargeman sits in the bows and smokes his pipe 
And his wife by the cabin stirs. Behind me voices pass. 


Calm sky, calm river : and a few calm things reflected. 

And all as yet keep their colours; the island osiers, 

The ash-white spots of umbelliferous flowers, 

And the yellow clay of its bank, the barge’s brown sails 

That are furled up the mast and then make a lean triangle 

To the end of the hoisted boom, and the high dark slips 

Where they used to build vessels, and now build them no 
more. 


All in the river reflected in quiet colours. 


Beyond the river sweeps round in a bend, and is vast, 
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A wide grey level under the motionless sky 
And the waxing moon, clean cut in the mole-grey sky. 


Silence. Time is suspended; that the light fails 

One would not know were it not for the moon in 
the sky, 

And the broken moon in the water, whose fractures tell 

Of slow broad ripples that otherwise do not show, 

Maturing imperceptibly from a pale to a deeper gold, 

A golden half moon in the sky, and broken gold in the 
water : 


In the water, tranquilly, severing, joining, gold : 
Three or four little plates of gold on the river : 
A little motion of gold between the dark images 
Of two tall posts that stand in the grey water. 


There are voices passing, a murmur of quiet voices, 
A woman’s laugh, and children going home. 

A whispering couple, leaning over the railings, 
And, somewhere, a little splash as a dog goes in. 


I have always known all this, it has always been, 
There is no change anywhere, nothing will ever change. 


I heard a story, a crazy and tiresome myth. 


Listen ! behind the twilight a deep low sound 
Like the constant shutting of very distant doors, 


Doors that are letting people over there 
Out to some other place beyond the end of the sky. 
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BEHIND THE LINES 


HE wind of evening cried along the darkening trees, 
Along the darkening trees, heavy with ancient pain, 
Heavy with ancient pain from faded centuries, 
From faded centuries. . . . O foolish thought and vain ! 


O foolish thought and vain to think the wind could know, 
To think the wind could know the griefs of men who died, 
The griefs of men who died and mouldered long ago : 

** And mouldered long ago,” the wind of evening cried. 


A GENERATION: 1917 


HERE was a time that’s gone 

And will not come again, 
We knew it was a pleasant time, 
How good we never dreamed. 


When, for a whimsy’s sake, 
We'd even play with pain, 
For everything awaited us 
And life immortal seemed. 


It seemed unending then 

To forward-looking eyes, 

No thought of what postponement meant 
Hung dark across our mirth; 


We had years and strength enough 
For any enterprise, 
Our numerous companionship 
Were heirs to all the earth. 
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But now all memory 

Is one ironic truth, 

We look like strangers at the boys 
We were so long ago; 


For half of us are dead, 

And half have lost their youth, 

And our hearts are scarred by many griefs, 
That only age should know. 


AIRSHIP OVER SUBURB 
2 SMOOTH blue sky with puffed motionless clouds. 


Standing over the plain of red roofs and bushy trees 
The bright coloured shell of the large enamelled sky. 


Out of the distance pointing, a cut dark shape 

That moves this way at leisure, then hesitates and turns : 
And its darkness suddenly dies as it turns and shows 

A gleaming silver, white against even the whitest cloud. 
Across the blue and the low small clouds it moves 

Level, with a floating cloud-like motion of its own, 
Peaceful, sunny and slow, a thing of summer itself, 

Above the basking earth, travelling the clouds and the sky. 


AN EPILOGUE 


I. THE FLUKE 
OR two years you went 
Through all the worst of it, 
Men fell around you, but you did not fall. 


a) 


On the Somme when the air was a sea 

Of contesting flashes and clouds of smoke, 

Your gunners fell fast but you got never a scratch. 
And once when you watched from a village tower 
(At Longueval, was it?) between our guns and theirs 
As men fought in the houses below, 

A shell from an English battery came 

And tore a hole in the tower below you, 

But you were not hurt and remained observing. 


And now, 

A casual shell has come 

And pierced your head, 

And the men who were with you, uninjured, 
Carried you back, 

And you died on the way. 


Il. THE CONVERSATION 
When we've greeted each other again, 
And you’ve filled your pipe and sat down and stretched 
your legs, 
You will look in the fire for a minute 
And then you will say, with a yawn, 
** Well, when do you think this damned war will be over? ” 
And I shall say nothing, or something as empty as nothing. 
But I am forgetting. 
We shall not greet each other again; 
You will not ask that question again. 


Ill. THE DEAF ADDER 
Well, it’s no good brooding 


The past cannot return. 
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They have killed him and buried him. 

Many men as good as he have gone : 

They were good men even if one never knew them. 
It is a just and honourable war. 

He went in readily at the start, though he hated it, 
And one would not have had him do otherwise. 
And, thank God, he did the job well 

That had to be done. 

He has suffered with millions of others 

For the sake of the future’s peace, 

And ungrudgingly laid down his life 

In the cleanest of England’s wars. 

There is no room for regret here, only for pride. 


Heart, you fool, lie down. 
Cannot you hear 
My excellent reasoning ? 


Iv. THE LANDSCAPE 
You said, that first winter, 
That the landscape around Ypres 
Reminded you of Chinese paintings : 
The green plain, striped with trenches, 
The few trees on the plain, 
And the puffs of smoke sprinkled over the plain. 
You said, when the war was over, 
That you would record that green desolation 
In flat colours and lines 
As a Chinese artist would. 
That is what you were going to do. 
The plain is still there. 
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V. ANOTHER HOUR 
How many days we spent together ! 
Thousands. 
And now I would give anything, 
Anything, 
For another, or even for one hour : 
An hour, were it only of aimless lounging, 
Or a game of billiards in a pub. 


THE WORLD: 1918 


ow curious and lovely and terrible is the world ! 
I sit alone at midnight working here 
With ink and notebook and a glass of beer. 
The lamp is shaded; all around the room 
Soft spots of radiance glimmer through the gloom. 
Silent and dark the march of Night and Time : 
I only sometimes count a distant chime, 
Or start to hear the scratching of a mouse, 
Or echoes of old footsteps in the house. 
And suddenly my thought flies out and beats 
Over the river, out beyond the streets 
Till the last ends, by road and empty down 
And valley and wood and small forgotten town, 
All hushed and mingled under night’s abyss 
To that lone place where, fifty miles from this, 
Peacefully sleeping in the sleeping farm 
You lie with your children, safe from every harm. 


Dark is the land, and dark the farther sea 
Where wakeful warships wander secretly, 
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And dark that coast and dark the fields within ; 
But then there comes a zone of fire and din, 
Where very slow and small beneath the night 
Men sweat and labour in the ghastly light 

Of shells and flares and rockets, wait the roar 
Of something that will end them evermore. 
And trembling in the dark men creep to kill 
An enemy that shares their every ill 

With equal suffering. Some may sleep, but none 
May sleep unguarded, till this night is done. 

In all that country men will crouch in fear, 

And hear minutest sounds and quake to hear, 
Till morning light shall come and they will pray 
If die they must, to die in open day. 


Beyond are many trains, grinding through dark, 
Laden and long in night’s mysterious park, 

Then that remembered plain, the plain, the plain, 
League after league, then barrier hills again : 


The Urals dark with rolling hills below, 
Where linger villages that hardly know 
What things we do who are later born than they, 
The children of a more enlightened day. 


Caspian, Siberia, Oxus, Samarkand : 

Vaguely I guess at that remoter land, 

Still plunged in sleep, wide rivers, rafts of wood, 
Shaggy black tents and towns of age-old mud. 


Yet has the night an end: with gradual sweep 
Day westward moves and wakes the world from sleep. 
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Swift flies the Day, yet thought can fly more fast. 
If I could fly with thought I’d come at last 

To ancient China waking in the dawn. 

Even now she sees the long cool night withdrawn 
That here has many hours’ dominion still; 

The morning’s glow flushes her every hill, 

And over city and field and desert track 

All day’s bright hues are slowly stealing back 


And all her labouring myriads ignore 
The fevers of a continent at war. 


FROM A WINDOW 


UMMER’s invaded springtime. It is hot, 
Hot and still as in August, the sky pure blue. 


I lean upon my window-sill and watch 
My peaceful road, my little world, from above. 
Life quietly sings to every cradled sense. 


The pageant of Life is a lazy pleasant show : 
The soothing whirr of a passing bicycle, 
The brass of milk-cans glittering in the sun, 
Thick dust, and the idle window-box below, 
Holding one pink and one blue hyacinth. 


The dust sleeps, the river silently shines, 

The leaves stir and are still; through the wall I hear 
Faint tinklings of a pianist; yesterday 

I noticed the old lady’d drawn her blinds 

At River Cottage. She has carpets there, 
Woolwork, mahogany, a parrot on a perch, 
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Glass, china, prisms, and clocks with shepherdesses, 
All still now in the golden diffused light. 
It is warm there, but she cannot see the dust. 


Now could I live in negro idleness. . . . 
“© O cease! must hate and death return? 
Cease ! must men kill and die? ”’ 


TO A BULL-DOG 
(W. H.S., Capt. [Acting Major] R.F.A. ; killed April 12, 1917) 
E sha’n’t see Willy any more, Mamie, 
He won’t be coming any more : 
He came back once and again and again, 
But he won’t get leave any more. 


We looked from the window and there was his cab, 
And we ran downstairs like a streak, 
And he said “‘ Hullo, you bad dog,” and you crouched to 
the floor, 
Paralysed to hear him speak, 


And then let fly at his face and his chest 
Till I had to ho!d you down, 

While he took off his cap and his gloves and his coat, 
And his bag and his thonged Sam Browne. 


We went upstairs to the studio, 
The three of us, just as of old, 

And you lay down and I sat and talked to him 
As round the room he strolled. 


Here in the room where, years ago 
Before the old life stopped, 
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He worked all day with his slippers and his pipe, 
He would pick up the threads he’d dropped, 


Fondling all the drawings he had left behind, 
Glad to find them all still the same, 

And opening the cupboards to look at his belongings 
. . . Every time he came. 


But now I know what a dog doesn’t know, 
Though you’ll thrust your head on my knee, 
And try to draw me from the absent-mindedness 

That you find so dull in me. 


And all your life you will never know 
What I wouldn’t tell you even if I could, 

That the last time we waved him away 
Willy went for good. 


But sometimes as you lie on the hearthrug 
Sleeping in the warmth of the stove, 

Even through your muddled old canine brain 
Shapes from the past may rove. 


You'll scarcely remember, even in a dream, 
How we brought home a silly little pup, 

With a big square head and little crooked legs 
That could scarcely bear him up, 


But your tail will tap at the memory 
Of a man whose friend you were, 

Who was always kind though he called you a naughty dog 
When he found you on his chair; 


Who’d make you face a reproving finger 
And solemnly lecture you 
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Till your head hung downwards and you looked very 
sheepish ! 
And you'll dream of your triumphs too. 


Of summer evening chases in the garden 
When you dodged us all about with a bone : 
We were three boys, and you were the cleverest, 
But now we’re two alone. 


When summer comes again, 
And the long sunsets fade, 

We shall have to go on playing the feeble game for two 
That since the war we’ve played. 


And though you run expectant as you always do 
To the uniforms we meet, 

You'll never find Willy among all the soldiers 
In even the longest street, 


Nor in any crowd; yet, strange and bitter thought, 
Even now were the old words said, 

If I tried the old trick and said “‘ Where’s Willy? ” 
You would quiver and lift your head, 


And your brown eyes would look to ask if I were serious, 
And wait for the word to spring. 

Sleep undisturbed : I sha’n’t say that again, 
You innocent old thing. 


I must sit, not speaking, on the sofa, 
While you lie asleep on the floor ; 
For he’s suffered a thing that dogs couldn’t dream of, 
And he won’t be coming here any more. 
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A DOG’S DEATH 


HE loose earth falls in the grave like a peaceful regular 
breathing ; 
Too like, for I was deceived a moment by the sound : 
It has covered the heap of bracken that the gardener laid 
above him; 
Quiet the spade swings : there we have now his mound. 


A patch of fresh earth on the floor of the wood’s renewing 
chamber : 
All around is grass and moss and the hyacinth’s dark 
green sprouts : 
And oaks are above that were old when his fiftieth sire was 
a puppy : 
And far away in the garden I hear the children’s shouts. 
Their joy is remote as a dream. It is strange how we buy 
our sorrow 
For the touch of perishing things, idly, with open eyes; 
How we give our hearts to brutes that will die in a few 
seasons, 
Nor trouble what we do when we do it; nor would have 
it otherwise. 


APRIL 22, 1917-1922 
IVE years ago to-day, old thing, — 
Five years ago to-day 
They bent above you and found you hardly breathing 
When the smoke had blown away. 


There was no blood upon your coat, 
No bruise upon your brow, 
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UNCHANGED 


HERE was a child who loved in stream and stone 
Shadows and colours from his infant years, 
And then a boy more capable of tears 
Who, to his conscious self mysterious grown, 
Gazed at red sunsets with suspended breath, 
Stood by the melancholy winter sea, 
Eminent in a vast sweet misery, 
Toying with thoughts of sorrow and of death 


I have not changed. Even now I am stol’n away 
In lulls of this life’s warfare by a ray, 

A hue in mist, a pebble on the shore. 

And sudden detached at moments from the roar 

In street or hall I hear the grey waves’ knell 

“* Hopeless, Foredone, O whither? and Farewell ! ”’ 


SONNET TO A FRIEND 
(“‘ He is an appreciator, not a critic.” —A Weekly Paper.) 


E might have been a critic, and picked holes 
In gossamer, rumpled Aurora’s bed, 
Crushed butterflies and bleached the rose’s red, 
And robbed the angels of their aureoles. 
He might have been a critic, throwing doles 
Of thin-lipped commendation to the dead, 
Had he not chosen to remain instead 
One of those vulgar fools with hearts and souls. 


He might have talked of mind; he might have minced ; 
He might have made Parnassus Mount a morgue 
Of eunuchry and logic and Laforgue, 
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And shrunk in sour disfavour from the big, 
Squeaking, ‘‘ I fear that I am unconvinced.” 
In fact he might have been a modern prig. 


THE DISCOVERY 


HERE was an Indian, who had known no change, 
Who strayed content along a sunlit beach 
Gathering shells. He heard a sudden strange 
Commingled noise; looked up; and gasped for speech. 
For in the bay, where nothing was before, 
Moved on the sea, by magic, huge canoes, 
With bellying cloths on poles, and not one oar, 
And fluttering coloured signs and clambering crews. 


And he, in fear, this naked man alone, 
His fallen hands forgetting all their shells, 
His lips gone pale, knelt low behind a stone, 
And stared, and saw, and did not understand, 
Columbus’s doom-burdened caravels 
Slant to the shore, and all their seamen land. 


SONNET 


o where you will : I have no more to say : 
You have had what I could give; take it and go. 
I will not argue who ’twas struck the blow; 
The thing is broken, throw the bits away. 
You must have learned that to pretend and play 
At such a friendship’s useless; even so 
I doubt if you have guessed how well I know 
How tedious grows that comedy in a day. 
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Never again can things be what they were. 
Remember that : resolve you will not care : 
Stifle all cries of “ Surely !”’ and “* Alas!” 
We may recover from the hands of Fate 
A sort of amity, prompting as we pass 
A smile of greeting. Otherwise we Hate ! 


SONG 


HE heaven is full of the moon’s light, 
The earth fades below. 
In this vast empty world of night 
I only know 


Pale-shining trees and moonlit fields, 
The bird’s tune, 

And my night-flowering heart that yields 
Her fragrance to the moon. 


A DEDICATION 

ORD, IJ have seen at harvest festival 

In a white lamp-lit fishing-village church, 
How the poor folk, lacking fine decorations, 
Offer the first-fruits of their various toils : 
Not only fruit and blossom of the fields, 
Ripe corn and poppies, scabious, marguerites, 
Melons and marrows, carrots and potatoes, 
And pale round turnips and sweet cottage flowers, 
But gifts of other produce, heaped brown nets, 
Fine pollack, silver fish with umber backs, 
And handsome green-dark-blue-striped mackerel, 
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And uglier, hornier creatures from the sea, 

Lobsters, long-clawed and eyed, and smooth flat crabs, 
Ranged with the flowers upon the window-niches, 
To lie in that symbolic contiguity 

While lusty hymns of gratitude ascend. 


So I 

Here offer all I have found : 

A few bright stainless flowers 

And richer, earthlier blooms, and homely grain, 
And roots that grew distorted in the dark, 

And shapes of livid hue and sprawling form 
Dragged from the deepest waters I have searched. 
Most diverse gifts, yet all alike in this : 

They are all the natural products of my mind 
And heart and senses ; 

And all with labour grown, or plucked, or caught. 


PARADISE LOST 


HAT hues the sunlight had, how rich the shadows 
were, 
The blue and tangled shadows dropped from the crusted 
branches 
Of the warped apple-trees upon the orchard grass. 


How heavenly pure the blue of two smooth eggs that lay 
Light on the rounded mud that lined the thrush’s nest : 
And what a deep delight the spots that speckled them. 


And that small tinkling stream that ran from hedge to 
hedge, 
Shadowed over by the trees and glinting in the sunbeams, 
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How clear the water was, how flat the beds of sand 
With travelling bubbles mirrored, each one a golden world 
To my enchanted eyes. Then earth was new to me. 


But now I walk this earth as it were a lumber room, 

And sometimes live a week, seeing nothing but mere herbs, 
Mere stones, mere passing birds: nor look at anything 
Long enough to feel its conscious calm assault : 

The strength of it, the word, the royal heart of it. 


Childhood will not return; but have I not the will 

To strain my turbid mind that soils all outer things, 

And, open again to all the miracles of light, 

To see the world with the eyes of a blind man gaining sight? 


ACACIA TREE 


LL the trees and bushes of the garden 
Display their bright new green. 


But above them all, still bare, 

The great old acacia stands, 

His solitary bent black branches stark 
Against the garden and the sky. 


It is as though those other thoughtless shrubs, 
The winter over, hastened to rejoice 

And clothe themselves in spring’s new finery, 
Heedless of all the iron time behind them. 


But he, older and wiser, stronger and sadder of heart, 
Remembers still the cruel winter, and knows 
That in some months that death will come again; 
And, for a season, lonelily meditates 
Above his lighter companions’ frivolity. 
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Till some late sunny day when, breaking thought, 
He’ll suddenly yield to the fickle persuasive sun, 
And over all his rough and writhing boughs 

And tiniest twigs 

Will spread a pale green mist of feathery leaf, 

More delicate, more touching than all the verdure 
Of the younger, slenderer, gracefuller plants around. 


And then, when the leaves have grown 

Till the boughs can scarcely be seen through their 
crowded plumes, 

There will softly glimmer, scattered upon him, blooms, 

Ivory-white in the green, weightlessly hanging. 


THEY FUGITIVE 


LYING his hair and his eyes averse, 
Fleet are his feet and his heart apart. 
How could our song his charms rehearse ? 
Fleet are his feet and his heart apart. 


High on a down we found him last, 

Shy as a hare, he fled as fast; 

How could we clasp him or ever he passed ? 
Fleet are his feet and his heart apart. 


How could we cling to his limbs that shone, 

Ravish his cheek’s red gonfalon, 

Or the wild-skin cloak that he had on? 
Fleet are his feet and his heart apart. 


For the wind of his feet still straightly shaping, 
He loosed at our breasts from his eyes escaping 
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One crooked swift glance like a javelin leaping. 
Fleet are his feet and his heart apart. 


And his feet passed over the sunset land 

From the place forlorn where a forlorn band 

Watching him flying we still did stand. 
Fleet are his feet and his heart apart. 


Vanishing now who would not stay 
To the blue hills on the verge of day. 
O soft ! soft ! Music play, 
Fading away, 
(Fleet are his feet 
And his heart apart) 
Fading away. 


THE TALREE HILLS 


HERE were three hills that stood alone 
With woods about their feet. 
They dreamed quiet when the sun shone 
And whispered when the rain beat. 


They wore all three their coronals 
Till men with houses came 

And scored their heads with pits and walls 
And thought the hills were tame. 


Red and white when day shines bright 
They hide the green for miles. 

Where are the old hills gone? At night 
The moon looks down and smiles. 
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She sees the captors small and weak, 
She knows the prisoners strong, 

She hears the patient hills that speak : 
‘* Brothers, it is not long; 


‘ Brothers, we stood when they were not 
Ten thousand summers past. 

Brothers, when they are clean forgot 
We shall outlive the last; 


** One shall die and one shall flee 
With terror in his train, 

And earth shall eat the stones, and we 
Shall be alone again.” 


A GHANT 


ENTLY the petals fall as the tree gently sways 
That has known many springs and many petals fall 
Year after year to strew the green deserted ways 
And the statue and the pond and the low, broken wall. 


Faded is the memory of old things done, 
Peace floats on the ruins of ancient festival ; 

They lie and forget in the warmth of the sun, 
And a sky silver-blue arches over all. 


O softly, O tenderly, the heart now stirs 

With desires faint and formless; and, seeking not, I find 
Quiet thoughts that flash like azure kingfishers 

Across the luminous, tranquil mirror of the mind. 
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That nest them in the farther marish 
Where all save vilest things must perish. 


Here in this reedy marsh of green 
And oily pools, swarm insects fat 
And birds of prey and beasts obscene, 
Things that the traveller shudders at, 
All cunning things that creep and fly 
To suck men’s blood until they die. 


Rarely from hence does aught escape 
Into the world of outer light, 

But now and then some sable shape 
Outward will dash in sudden flight ; 

And men stand stonied or distraught 

To know the loathly deed or thought. 


But, ah ! beyond the marsh you reach 
A purulent place more vile than all, 
A festering lake too foul for speech, 
Rotten and black with coils acrawl, 
Where writhe with lecherous squeakings shrill 
Horrors that make the heart stand still. 


There, ’neath a heaven diseased, it lies, 
The mere alive with slimy worms, 
With perverse terrible infamies, 
And murders and repulsive forms 
That have no name, but slide here deep, 
Whilst I, their holder, silence keep. 


be! 


DIALOGUE 


THE ONE 


shakes on the tree, 
The wind constrains the window-panes and moans like 
moaning of the sea, 
And sour’s the taste now culled in haste of lovely things 
I won too late, 
And loud and loud above the crowd the Voice of One more 
strong than we. 


ae, dead man’s gone, the live man’s sad, the dying leaf 


THE OTHER 

This Voice you hear, this call you fear, is it unprophesied 
or new? 

Were you so insolent to think its rope would never circle 
you? 

Did you then beastlike live and walk with ears and eyes 

that would not turn? 

Who bade you hope your service ’scape in that eternal 
retinue ? 


THE ONE 
No; for I swear now bare’s the tree and loud the moaning 
of the wind, 
I walked no rut with eyelids shut, my ears and eyes were 
never blind, 
Only my eager thoughts I bent on many things that I 
desired. 
To make my greedy heart content ere flesh and blood I 
left behind. 
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THE OTHER 
Ignorance, then, was all your fault and filméd eyes that 
could not know, 
That half discerned and never learned the temporal way 
that men must go; 
You set the image of the world high for your heart’s 
idolatry, 
Though with your lips you called the world a toy, a ghost, 
a passing show. 
THE ONE 
No, no; this is not true; my lips spoke only what my heart 
believed. 
Called I the world a toy? I spoke not echo-like or self- 


deceived. 
But that I thought the toy was mine to play with, and 
the passing show 
Would sate at least my passing lusts, and did not, therefore 
am I grieved. 
What did I do that I must bear this lifelong tyranny of my 


fate, 
That I must writhe in bonds unsought of accidental love 


and hate? 
Had chance but joined different dice, but once or twice, 


but once or twice, 


All lovely things that I desired I should have held before 
too late. 

Surely I knew that flesh was grass nor valued overmuch the 
prize, 

But all the powers of chance conspired to cheat a man both 


just and wise. 
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Happy I’d been had I but had my due reward, and not 
a sword 
Flaming in diabolic hand between me and my Paradise. 


THE OTHER 


No hooded band of fates did stand your heart’s ambitions 
to gainsay, 

No flaming brand in evil hand was ever thrust across your 
way, 

Only the things all men must meet, the common attributes 

of men, 

That men may flinch to see or, seeing, deny, but avoid 
them no man may. 


Fall the dice, not once or twice but always, to make the 
self-same sum ; 

Chance what may, a life’s a life and to a single goal must 
come ; 

Though a man search far and wide, never is hunger 

satisfied ; 

Nature brings her natural fetters, man is meshed and the 
wise are dumb. 


O vain all art to assuage a heart with accents of a mortal 
tongue, 

All earthly words are incomplete and only sweet are the 
songs unsung, 

Never yet was cause for regret, yet regret must afflict us 

all, 

Better it were to grasp the world ’thwart which this world 
is a curtain flung. 
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When they saw the eye he had 

They thought, perhaps, that he was mad : 
I knew he was clear and sane 

But had a horror in his brain. 


He had much money and one friend 
And drank quite grimly to the end. 
Why he chose to die in hell 

I did not ask, he did not tell. 


UNDER 


N this house, she said, in this high second storey, 

In this room where we sit, over the midnight street, 
There runs a rivulet, narrow but very rapid, 
Under the still floor and your unconscious feet. 


The lamp on the table made a cone of light 
That spread to the base of the walls: above was in gloom. 
I heard her words with surprise; had I worked here so long, 
And never divined that secret of the room? 


** But how,” I asked, “ does the water climb so high? ” 
**T do not know,” she said, “‘ but the thing is there; 
Pull up the boards while I go and fetch you a rod.” 
She passed, and I heard her creaking descend the stair. 


And I rose and rolled the Turkey carpet back 

From the two broad boards by the north wall she had 
named, 

And, hearing already the crumple of water, I knelt 

And lifted the first of them up; and the water gleamed, 
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Bordered with little frosted heaps of ice, 

And, as she came back with a rod and line that swung, 
I moved the other board; in the yellow light 

The water trickled frostily, slackly along. 


I took the tackle, a stiff black rubber worm, 

That stuck out its pointed tail from a cumbrous hook. 

‘“* But there can’t be fishing in water like this,”’ I said. 
And she, with weariness, ‘‘ There is no ice there. Look.” 


And I stood there, gazing down at a stream in spate, 
Holding the rod in my undecided hand .. . 
Till it all in a moment grew smooth and still and clear, 
And along its deep bottom of slaty grey sand 


Three scattered little trout, as black as tadpoles, 
Came waggling slowly along the glass-dark lake, 
And I swung my arm to drop my pointing worm in, 
And then I stopped again with a little shake. 


For I heard the thin gnat-like voices of the trout 
—My body felt woolly and sick and astray and cold— 
Crying with mockery in them: “‘ You are not allowed 
To take us, you know, under ten years old.” 


And the room swam, the calm woman and the yellow lamp, 

The table, and the dim-glistering walls, and the floor, 

And the stream sank away, and all whirled dizzily, 

And I moaned, and the pain at my heart grew more and 
more, 


And I fainted away, utterly miserable, 
Falling in a place where there was nothing to pass, 
Knowing all sorrows and the mothers and sisters of sorrows, 
And the pain of the darkness before anything ever was. 
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PROCESSES OF THOUGHT 


I 
FIND my mind as it were a deep water. 
Sometimes I play with a thought and hammer and bend it, 
Till tired and displeased with that I toss it away, 
Or absently let it slip to the yawning water : 
And down it sinks, forgotten for many a day. 


But a time comes when tide or tempest washes it 
High on the beach, and I find that shape of mine, 

Or I haul it out from the depths on some casual rope, 
Or, passing over that spot in quiet shine, 


I see, where my boat’s shadow makes deep the water, 
A patch of colour, far down, from the bottom apart, 

A wavering sign like the gleam from an ancient anchor, 
Brown fixing and fleeting flakes; and I feel my heart 


Wake to a strange excitement; so that I stop, 

Put up my paddles and dredge with a careful net : 
And I catch it, and see it stir, and feel its weight, 
And pull till it nears and breaks from the water wet. 


And my eyes dwell on that old abandoned thing 
Recovered by chance. For the shape I had found so dull 
Has crusted and changed in secrecy and silence, 

And its surface shines like a pearl, most beautiful. 
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In bed I lie, and my thoughts come filing by, 

All forms and faces, cheerful, serene and sad : 

Some clear, some mistily showing and fragmentary, 

Some altered in size or shape since last they were seen. 
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But O last, you group of merry ones ! 

Lord knows when I saw you before, but I met you once, 
The whole collection of you, impudent-eyed ; 

And now, rosy and grinning, with linked arms 

You go swingingly by, turning your faces to mine, 

I laugh aloud; you bad lots; you are a secret, 

That nobody else knows. 


And you it was that made me break the procession 

(While memory gave me still the power of summons), 

And call up all I could of a half-hour’s thoughts 

To parade them across this proscenium of my skull 

In the order they came in, more carefully recognising 

The old, and remarking which have developed or changed. 

And as for you, you rogues, I am almost certain 

There are one or two more of you now than once there 
were. 


Good-bye ! Good-bye! Dance through the dark door 
In to the life that somewhere else you lead. 

And one day I shall all unwittingly call 

Some word you know as a signal, or you’ll see 

Someone else coming my way; you'll suddenly follow, 
And you'll appear again, quite possibly 

Bringing new friends—who are sure to be just as bad. 


Ul 
Into the pits of my heart and brain, 
My eyes, ears, nose, tongue, fingers, like five gardeners 
Are shovelling sights, sounds, odours, savours, contacts, 
While I, their master, casually nod, and most times 
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A tap. Come in! Oh, no, I am perfectly well, 

Only a little tired. Take this one, it’s softer. 

How are things going with you? Will you have some 
coffee ? 

Well, of course it’s trying sometimes, but never mind, 

It will probably be all right. Carry on, and keep cheerful, 

I shouldn’t, if I were you, meet trouble half-way, 

It is always best to take everything as it comes. 


A LONDON SUNSET 


N fragments visible, enmeshed low down, 

The sun is behind the trees, the trees are dark, 
Against the dazzle of gold, which fades away 
To an upper sky of pale crystalline blue. 
This side of the trees the garden’s already dark 
But, scattered around, take on the lingering light 
Roofs and chimney-pots, soft, mellow, serene. 


There’s a late bird going songless, intent, across, 
going song 


High over all things here. 
O peaceful hour, 


I forget my body, I seem to be one with the sky, 
A note in the chord of a beautiful ending thing. 
Alone but not unhappy : not even alone, 
For over this vast city so strangely hushed, 
In high rooms, or standing at staircase windows, 
On the summits of roads, or leaning on gates in the suburbs, 
Are lovers, with fingers touching, who look at the west, 
And wondering boys and meditative old men, 
Everywhere fixed a few, in suspended life, 
Watching the last of the sun fade from the sky, 
At peace with the same celestial dream as I. 
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THE LAKE 


AM a lake, altered by every wind. 

The mild South breathes upon me, and I spread 
A dance of merry ripples in the sun. 
The West comes stormily and I am trcubled, 
My waves conflict and black depths show between them. 
Under the East wind bitter I grow and chill, 
Slate-coloured, desolate, hopeless. But when blows 
A steady wind from the North my motion ceases, 
I am frozen smooth and hard; my conquered surface 
Returns the skies’ cold light without a comment 
I make no sound, nor can I; nor can I show 


What depth I have, if any depth, below. 


SONG 


HERE is a wood where the fairies dance 

All night long in a ring of mushrooms daintily, 
By each tree bole sits a squirrel or a mole, 
And the moon through the branches darts. 


Light on the grass their slim limbs glance, 

Their shadows in the moonlight swing in quiet unison, 
And the moon discovers that they all have lovers, 

But they never break their hearts. 


They never grieve at all for sands that run, 

They never know regret for a deed that’s done, 
And they never think of going to a shed with a gun 
At the rising of the sun. 
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AN 


IMPRESSION RECEIVED FROM A 
SYMPHONY 


HERE was a day, when I, if that was I, 
Surrendered lay beneath a burning sky, 
Where overhead the azure ached with heat, 
And many red fierce poppies splashed the wheat; 
Motion was dead, and silence was complete, 
And stains of red fierce poppies splashed the wheat, 


And as I lay upon a scent-warm bank, 

I fell away, slipped back from earth, and sank ; 
I lost the place of sky and field and tree, 

One covering face obscured the world for me, 
And for an hour I knew eternity, 

For one fixed face suspended Time for me. 


O had those eyes in that extreme of bliss, 

Shed one more wise and culminating kiss, 

My end had come, nor had I lived to quail, 
Frightened and dumb as things must do that fail, 
And in this last black devil-mocking gale, 
Battered and dumb to fight the dark and fail. 


THE ROOF 
I 
HEN the clouds hide the sun away 
The tall slate roof is dull and grey, 


And when the rain adown it streams 
*Tis polished lead with pale-blue gleams. 


When the clouds vanish and the rain 
Stops, and the sun comes out again, 
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It shimmers golden in the sun 
Almost too bright to look upon. 


But soon beneath the steady rays 
The roof is dried and reft of blaze, 
Tis dusty yellow traversed through 
By long thin lines of deepest blue. 


Then at the last, as night draws near, 
The lines grow faint and disappear, 
The roof becomes a purple mist, 

A great square darkening amethyst 


Which sinks into the gathering shade 
Till separate form and colour fade, 
And it is but a patch which mars 
The beauty of a field of stars. 


I 
It stands so lonely in the sky 
The sparrows never come thereby, 
The glossy starlings seldom stop 
To preen and chatter on the top. 


For a whole week sometimes up there 
No wing-wave stirs the quiet air, 
The roof lies silent and serene 

As though no life had ever been; 


Till some bright afternoon, athwart 
The edge two sudden shadows dart, 
And two white pigeons with pink feet 
Flutter above and pitch on it. 
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Jerking their necks out as they walk 
They talk awhile their pigeon-talk, 
A low continuous murmur blent 

Of mock reproaches and content. 


Then cease, and sit there warm and white 
An hour, till in the fading light 

They wake, and know the close of day, 
Flutter above, and fly away, 


Leaving the roof whereon they sat 
As ’twas before, a peaceful flat 
Expanse, as silent and serene 

As though no life had ever been. 


A DAY 


I. MORNING 
HE village fades away 
Where I last night came, 
Where they housed me and fed me 
And never asked my name. 


The sun shines bright, my step is light, 
I, who have no abode, 

Jeer at the stuck, monotonous 
Black posts along the road. 


II. MIDDAY 
The wood is still, 
As here I sit 
My heart drinks in 
The peace of it. 
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A something stirs 

I know not where, 
Some quiet spirit 

In the air. 


O tall straight stems ! 
O cool deep green ! 
O hand unfelt ! 
O face unseen ! 


Ill. EVENING 
The evening closes in, 
As down this last long lane 
I plod; there patter round 
First heavy drops of rain. 


Feet ache, legs ache, but now 
Step quickens as I think 

Of mounds of bread and cheese 
And something hot to drink. 


IV. NIGHT 
Ah ! sleep is sweet, but yet 
I will not sleep awhile 
Nor for a space forget 
The toil of that last mile; 


But lie awake and feel 
The cool sheets’ tremulous kisses 
O’er all my body steal. . . 
Is sleep as sweet as this is? 
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LINES 


HEN London was a little town 
Lean by the river’s marge, 
The poet paced it with a frown, 
He thought it very large. 


He loved bright ship and pointing steeple 
And bridge with houses loaded, 

And priests and many-coloured people . 
But ah, they were not woaded ! 


Not all the walls could shed the spell 
Of meres and marshes green, 

Nor any chaffering merchant tell 
The beauty that had been : 


The crying birds at fall of night, 
The fisher in his coracle, 

And, grim on Ludgate’s windy height, 
An oak-tree and an oracle. 


Sick for the past his hair he rent 
And dropt a tear in season ; 

If he had cause for his lament 
We have much better reason. 


For now the fields and paths he knew 
Are coffined all with bricks, 

The lucid silver stream he knew 
Runs slimy as the Styx; 


North and south and east and west, 
Far as the eye can travel, 
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Earth with a sombre web is drest 
That nothing can unravel. 


And we must wear as black a frown, 
Wail with as keen a woe 

That London was a little town 
Five hundred years ago. 


Yet even this place of steamy stir, 
This pit of belch and swallow, 
With chrism of gold and gossamer 

The elements can hallow. 


I have a room in Chancery Lane, 
High in a world of wires, 

Whence fall the roofs a ragged plain 
Wooded with many spires. 


There in the dawns of summer days 
I stand, and there behold 

A city veiled in rainbow haze 
And spangled all with gold. 


The breezes waft abroad the rays 
Shot by the waking sun, 

A myriad chimneys softly blaze, 
A myriad shadows run. 


Round the wide rim in radiant mist 
The gentle suburbs quiver, 

And nearer lies the shining twist 
Of Thames, a holy river. 
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** And never a man you'll find there 
To take your hand 
And shake your hand; 
But when you go behind there 
You must make your hand a sword 


“To fence with a foeman swarthy, 
And swink there 
Nor shrink there, 
Though cowardly and worthy 
Must drink there one reward.” 


TREE-TOPS 


HERE beyond my window ledge, 

Heaped against the sky, a hedge 
Of huge and waving tree-tops stands 
With multitudes of fluttering hands. 


Wave they, beat they, to and fro, 

Never stillness may they know, 

Plunged by the wind and hurled and torn 
Anguished, purposeless, forlorn. 


** O ferocious, O despairing, 

In huddled isolation faring 

Through a scattered universe, 

Lost coins from the Almighty’s purse 
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** No, below you do not see 

The firm foundations of the tree; 

Anchored to a rock beneath 

We laugh in the hammering tempest’s teeth. 
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** Boughs like men but burgeons are 
On an adamantine star; 

Men are myriad blossoms on 

A staunch and cosmic skeleton.” 


CREPUSCULAR 


Oo creature stirs in the wide fields. 
The rifted western heaven yields 
The dying sun’s illumination. 
This is the hour of tribulation 
When, with clear sight of eve engendered, 
Day’s homage to delusion rendered, 
Mute at her window sits the soul. 


Clouds and skies and lakes and seas, 

Valleys and hills and grass and trees, 

Sun, moon, and stars, all stand to her 

Limbs of one lordless challenger, 

Who, without deigning taunt or frown, 

Throws a perennial gauntlet down : 
“Come conquer me and take thy toll.” 


No cowardice or fear she knows, 
But, as once more she girds, there grows 
An unresignéd hopelessness 
From memory of former stress. 
Head bent, she muses whilst he waits : 
How with such weapons dint his plates? 
How quell this vast and sleepless giant 
Calmly, immortally defiant, 
How fell him, bind him, and control 
With a silver cord and a golden bowl? 
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STARLIGHT 


AsT night I lay in an open field 

And looked at the stars with lips sealed ; 
No noise moved the windless air, 
And I looked at the stars with steady stare. 


There were some that glittered and some that shone 
With a soft and equal glow, and one 

That queened it over the sprinkled round, 

Swaying the host with silent sound. 


““ Calm things,” I thought, “‘ in your cavern blue, 
I will learn and hold and master you; 

I will yoke and scorn you as I can, 

For the pride of my heart is the pride of a man.” 


Grass to my cheek in the dewy field, 

I lay quite still with lips sealed, 

And the pride of a man and his rigid gaze 
Stalked like swords on heaven’s ways. 


But through a sudden gate there stole 

The Universe and spread in my soul; 
Quick went my breath and quick my heart, 
And I looked at the stars with lips apart. 


ECHOES 


HERE is a far unfading city 
Where bright immortal people are ; 
Remote from hollow shame and pity, 
Their portals frame no guiding star 


75 


But blightless pleasure’s moteless rays 
That follow their footsteps as they dance 

Long lutanied measures through a maze 
Of flower-like song and dalliance. 


There always glows the vernal sun, 
There happy birds for ever sing, 
There faint perfumed breezes run 
Through branches of eternal spring ; 
There faces browned and fruit and milk 
And blue-winged words and rose-bloomed kisses 
In galleys gowned with gold and silk 
Shake on a lake of dainty blisses. 


Coyness is not, nor bear they thought, 
Save of a shining gracious flow; 
All natural joys are temperate sought, 
For calm desire there they know, 
A fire promiscuous, languorous, kind; 
They scorn all fiercer lusts and quarrels, 
Nor blow about on anger’s wind, 
Nor burn with love, nor rust with morals. 


Folk in the far unfading city, 
Burning with lusts my senses are, 
I am torn with love and shame and pity, 
Be to my heart a guiding star : 
Wise youths and maidens in the sun, 
With eyes that charm and lips that sing, 
And gentle arms that rippling run, 
Shed on my heart your endless spring ! 
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IN BATTERSEA PARK 


HIs dense hard ground I tread. 
These iron bars that ripple past, 
Will they unshaken stand when I am dead 

And my deep thoughts outlast ? 

Is it my spirit slips, 

Falls, like this leaf I kick aside; 

This firmness that I feel about my lips, 

Is it but empty pride? 

Mute knowledge conquers me; 

I contemplate them as they are, 

Faint earth and shadowy bars that shake and flee, 
Less hard, more transient far 


Than those unbodied hues 

The sunset flings on the calm river ; 

And, as I look, a swiftness thrills my shoes 
And my hands with empire quiver. 


Now light the ground I tread, 
I walk not now but rather float ; 
Clear but unreal is the scene outspread, 
Pitiful, thin, remote. 
Poor vapour is the grass, 
So frail the trees and railings seem, 
That, did I sweep my hand around, ’twould pass 
Through them, as in a dream. 
Godlike I fear no changes ; 
Shatter the world with thunders loud, 
Still would I ray-like flit about the ranges 
Of dark and ruddy cloud. 
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FOR MUSIC 


EATH in the cold grey morning 
Came to the man where he lay; 
And the wind shivered, and the tree shuddered 
And the dawn was grey. 


And the face of the man was grey in the dawn, 
And the watchers by the bed 

Knew, as they heard the shaking of the leaves, 
That the man was dead. 


IN AN ORCHARD 


IrY and quick and wise 
In the shed light of the sun, 
You clasp with friendly eyes 
The thoughts from mine that run. 


But something breaks the link ; 
I solitary stand 

By a giant gully’s brink 
In some vast gloomy land. 


Sole central watcher, I 
With steadfast sadness now 
In that waste place descry 
*Neath the awful heavens how 


Your life doth dizzy drop 
A little foam of flame 

From a peak without a top 
To a pit without a name. 
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TALE H 


HEN I see truth, do I seek truth 
Only that I may things denote, 
And, rich by striving, deck my youth 
As with a vain unusual coat? 


Or seek I truth for other ends : 
That she in other hearts may stir, 

That even my most familiar friends 
May turn from me to look on her? 


So I this day myself was asking ; 
Out of the window skies were blue 

And Thames was in the sunlight basking ; 
My thoughts coiled inwards like a screw. 


I watched them anxious for a while; 
Then quietly, as I did watch, 

Spread in my soul a sudden smile : 
I knew that no firm thing they’d catch. 


And I remembered if I leapt 
Upon the bosom of the wind 

It would sustain me; question slept; 
I felt that I had almost sinned. 


SONG 

AY dieth slow, 

Night hovereth nigh; 
Amaranth, Amaranth, 
Hear that low cry ! 
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Out on the darkening down 
Lambs wandering go, 
Bleating for mothers 

Their voices who know. 


Hold my hand firmly, 
Speak not at all: 
Listen, how ghostlily 
Rolleth Earth’s ball ! 


A POET TO HIS MUSE 
M you have opened like a flower. 


Long ago I knew that brown integument, 

Like a dead husk, had dormant life within it, 

And waited till a first white point appeared 

Which shot into a naked stiff pale spike 

That grew. 

I knew this was not all; 

Nothing I said as greener you grew and taller, 

But dreamed alone of the day when your bud would 
unsheathe, 

And silently swell, and at last your crown would break, 

Filling the air with clouds of colour and fragrance, 

Radiant waves, odours of immortality. 


In a pot of earth I watered and tended you, 
Breaking the clods and soaking the earth with water 
That fed your roots and eased your way to the light. 
I gave you the sun and the rain 
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But saved you from: scorching and drowning : 
You are mine, and only I know you, 
And the ways of your growth, and the days. 


But you are not from me. 

I am but a pen for a hand, 

A bed for a river, 

A window for light. 

And I bow in awe to that Power 
That made you a flower. 


THE INVOCATION OF LUCRETIUS 


BOOK I 
OTHER of Rome, delight of gods and men, 
Beloved Venus, who under the fleeting stars 
Fillest the freighted sea and earth’s ripe fields, 
O since through thee alone all forms of life 
Are born, and climb into the sun’s sweet light, 
Goddess, before whose lovely advancing feet 
The winds and towering clouds scatter and flee, 
And the labouring earth discloses odorous flowers, 
And the sea falls into a shining calm, 
And the assuagéd heavens mellow with light. 
For when the spring-like face of day awakes, 
And the West Wind, unloosed, flies procreant forth, 
Then first the coursing birds, smitten at heart, 
Betray, Lady, thy entrance and thy power, 
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And then the beasts caper in happy pastures 

And swim swift floods; so all created things, 

Captive to thee, drawn by their own desire, 

Stray through the world where’er thy presence leads. 
Through all the seas and hills and swelling streams, 
Wing-fluttering woods and green, luxuriant plains, 
Thou harryest them with lust, that none shall fail 

To carry their eternal races on. 


Since then thou art sole queen of all that Is, 
And without thee to help can nothing rise 
To cross the glorious frontiers of the light, 
And nothing grow in gentleness or grace, 
Thee do I pray to aid my labouring verse, 
Now that of all that Is I strive to sing, 
Lady, for my dear Memmian heir, whom thou 
Hast blest with every constant excellence ; 
For his sake, chiefly, fill my words with life. 


FEN LANDSCAPE 


ND waves the reeds by the river, 
Grey sky lids the leaden water. 
Ducks fly low across the water, 
Three flying : one quacks sadly. 


Grey are the sky and the water, 
Green the lost ribbons of reed-beds, 
Small in the silence a black boat 
Floats upon wide pale mirrors. 
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HARLEQUIN 


OONLIT woodland, veils of green, 

Caves of empty dark between; 
Veils of green from rounded arms 
Drooping, that the moonlight charms. 
Tranced the trees, grass beneath 
sulent: ceaue 

Like a stealthy breath, 

Mask and wand and silver skin, 
Sudden enters Harlequin. 


Hist ! Hist ! Watch him go, 
Leaping limb and pointing toe, 
Slender arms that float and flow, 
Curving wand above, below; 
Flying, gliding, changing feet; 
Onset fading in retreat. 

Not a shadow of sound there is 
But his motion’s gentle hiss, 

Till one fluent arm and hand 
Suddenly circles, and the wand 
Taps a bough far overhead, 

** Crack,”’ and then all noise is dead. 
For he halts, and a space 

Stands erect with upward face, 
Taut and tense to the white 
Message of the moon’s light. 


What is he thinking of? you ask; 
Caught you the eyes behind the mask? 
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Whence did he come, where would he go? 
Answers but the resuming flow 

Of that swift continuous glide, 
Whispering from side to side, 
Silvered boughs, branches dim, 

All the world’s a frame for him; 

All the trees standing around 

On the fascinated ground, 

See him swifter, swifter, sweep, 
Dazzling, till one wildest leap .. . 
Whisht ! he kneels. And he listens. 
How his steady silver glistens ! 


He was listening; he was there; 
Flash ! he went. To the air 

He a waiting ear had bent, 

Silent; but before he went 
Something somewhere else to seek, 
He moved his lips as though to speak. 


And we wait, and in vain, 

For he will not come again. 
Earth, grass, wood, and air, 
As we stare, and we stare, 
Which that fierce life did hold, 
Tired, dim, void, cold. 
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THE FALL OVER THE CLIFF 


Hy would you climb down the cliff, little maid ? 
I feared you would fall, I shook 

Till the time came I must let you go 
For the weight, and reeled and took 

Slight desperate hold of the jutting stone 
My shoe on the slippery tuft, 

And saw you down in the dwindling air 
Glide and drift, ah, swift, 

Till you touched the little beach of the cliffs, 
Still on the beach you lay. 

The blue roof of a house in the corner 
Stands on the shingle’s grey, 

And a man walked out. I prayed for your life. 
‘* Breathing,” I knew he said 

As he bent over and saw the broken 
Shell of your poor head. 

Even now, O agony, 
O to turn five minutes back, 

For your mother walks, not knowing at all, 
Along the cliff-top track, 

In a muslin dress and a wide straw hat, 
Enjoying the sun and the sea, 

Thinking that life is a pleasant course 
Of even tranquillity, 

And her little daughter, so gay and light, 
Like a thistledown, is lying 

Stunned below, and is lifted up 
By a stranger who knows her dying. 
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APPROACHING AMERICA 


AME first, five hundred miles from port 
A perching bird of homely sort, 
And next in tumbling waters grey 
Nantucket’s gallant lightship lay 
Rocking, lonely, small and black, 
A moment’s friend upon the track. 


And then at night from shores unseen 
Shone sparsely scattered lights serene, 
Sweet tokens after all the days 
Shifting and void of the sea’s ways : 
We watched past midnight to divine 
The incredible shore’s uncertain line; 


Then, very wakeful, went below 

Thrilled a new continent to know, 

Long talked about in commonplace, 

Now a strange planet reach’d through space ; 
We drained the flask we dared not keep 

And laughed and talked ourselves to sleep. 


Chill dawn; and through the porthole’s glass 
Firm-circled by its ring of brass, 

A smoother sea, a warming fold 

Of woods, browned with a year grown old : 
The coast-line of an English shire 

And in the midst a cosy spire. 


Solent and Staten Island, these 


Greet sisterly across the seas, 
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And in confederate kindness spread 
For every stranger newly sped 

From either to the other shore 

Scenes he has known and loved before. 


Anchored we waited. The ship stirred. 
The shore went past. O dawning word 
That filled our souls with silent awe ! 
Lovely things from heaven we saw, 
Over the waters far up stream 

Sublime companions of a dream : 


A fair phantasmal company 

Of goddesses in the morning sky, 
Concourse serene of starry powers 
Musing on other worlds than ours ! 
The water sparkled : the sun shone : 
Mysteriously they were gone. 


Gone : in their places fixt appearing 

A mass of buildings, heightening, nearing, 
A noble group fit for a great 

New hemisphere’s majestic gate, 

Till as we slowly steamed ahead 

In straggling line the cluster spread. 


Each up its slice of skyway goes, 
Windows in thousand chessboard rows; 
Pointed and lean and broad and blunt 
Behind the rusty water-front, 
In random rivalry they climb 
The oddest pinnacles of Time. 
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AUTUMN :; OUSSEKEIRTS: OF 
WASHINGTON 


HE avenues of Washington 

Glide out until the houses end, 
The villas end, the tracks go on 
Empty and straight, climb and descend 
Smoothly by fairy dells and brakes 
Scattered with copses all half grown 
That glance at little delicate lakes : 
Until they fade in hills unknown. 


And autumn like an angel there 
Scatters fair hues on fragile trees ; 
Crimson and brown are not the wear, 
But paler tints more rare than these : 
Branches of coral spray the glade, 
Wands of lemon and golden green : 
Young maiden trees with scarce a shade 
Spread lacelike in the tranquil scene. 


It seems unreal : a world of youth, 

So new and innocently gay, 

The mind will scarce accept the truth 

This land was not made yesterday, 

That through those years of Asia’s kings 

Or ever Greece was glorified, 

Here also flowered all the springs, 

Here all the autumns burned and died. 
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THE UNVISITED 
(WESTERN AMERICA) 


HAT was there, there beyond that farthest train? 
Day beyond day the gentle wavelike plain, 
Deserts and deep canyons and silent forests 
Climbing to snowy peaks without a stain. 


Groves of great fruits and towers built of old, 
Vine-terraced hills and crystal streams and gold, 
Soft-fronded palms, blue seas and golden beaches 
That murmuring fringes of white foam enfold. 


Dream-prairies spread with flowers that never grew, 
And breezes balmier than ever blew, 

A fiercer wilderness and mightier mountains 

And deeper woods than traveller ever knew, 


And mellower fruits and bluer lovelier bays 
And warmer starrier nights and idler days, 
No pain, no cruelty and no unkindness, 
Peace and content and love that always stays. 


NIAGARA 


HE wide desolate river, the low bare shore, 
Rocks and hurrying waters, and far ahead 

A mist that joins the flat grey sky outspread 

To the grey vague end of the waters; the distant roar 
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That swells to thunder, the rush of the waves increasing, 

The trees of Goat Island growing higher, till sudden are 
seen 

Huge walls of the falls plunging down to the battered 
ravine, 

Avalanches of wheeling water unceasing. 


The foot of the falls :_ the slippery rounds of rock; 
The dark small earth, the crumpled rim of the sky, 
The curling ruining columns that crash from on high 
To the cloudy chasms with wild reiterate shock, 
Hissing and hurrying cliffs of foam down-pouring : 
Aloft, one curve like marble-with smooth green face, 
An awful illusion of stillness in the race 

Of eternal Niagara louder and louder roaring. 


Niagara, agara, agara, down the valley, 

From the dragging drowning might of it went I away, 

From the moving thunderous walls and the gulfs of spray 

By a chaos of waters that eddy and rush and rally, 

By the fortress flanks of the town of Niagara Falls, 

That blackened and grim on the foaming tumult frown 

And westward to quieter tracks where the stream deep 
down 

Runs small in the cleft of its narrowing tree-clad walls. 


These gullies and bluffs and the rapids far below, 

That giant’s din from beyond, the scrub and the grass, 
They were all as they are when a savage’s foot would pass 
Once in a month those centuries ago. 
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Will it come, the day of deserted stones crumbling 

Under the sky, when a hunting savage again 

Will pass not caring from whom were the stones that 
remain, 

Only hearing the noise of the fall’s tumbling? 


America empty again, and beasts astray, 

The forests growing again, the cities gone, 

Fall’n, moss’d over, Niagara sounding on, 

In a region where stilled are the voices of all our day ; 

Not a house, not a fence or field from the lake to the 
ocean, 

No chimneys on the horizon, no smoke-trails hovering, 

Only brushwood and grass, spreading and covering 

The broken proofs of our race’s old devotion. 


DESCENDANTS 


ALKING alone, along the river bank, 

I find the thought insistent : who will live 
To bear the name I bear, when I am dead? 
I have three sons, I watch them growing up, 
I find in them some qualities of mine 
And hope they’ll share my tastes, however far 
Their occupations may be from my own. 
Them I shall know, bound close by daily habit, 
By flash of eyes, by jokes, by magic of home; 
Settled or wandering, they will still retain 
Community of spirit with their mother 
And with myself. Yet even these, when I 
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Am dead, may do things never dreamed by me, 

Take customs, live in worlds I did not know, 

Hold strange opinions that I did not share, 

Think things, perhaps, it would hurt my heart to guess, 
Or, as I sometimes hope, confront the world 
Maintaining all I thought was beauty and truth 

With a gay courage that would have swelled my pride : 
Or they may fade into the common mass, - 

Remarkable to none when I am gone, 

And all may marry or all may childless die. 


Yet, if the future’s dark for these, much more 
Bewildering do I find it to conjecture 

About their sons and theirs. How various 
May be that progeny : artists, engineers, 
Dons, priests, accountants, criminals and tramps, 
And politicians. Letting thought collapse, 
Imagination breed, I see stray forms, 

Pale public-schoolboy, frozen-faced official, 
Broad sailor oilskinned to the flying spray, 

A youth at Epsom faultlessly attired, 

A thin and supercilious schoolmaster. 

Then losing all those bright ephemeral shapes 
I see my generations leading to 

A grave and sunburnt colonising man, 

Sitting in white, a siphon at his side, 

On the verandah of the Rangoon Club, 
Conversing : “ No, I seldom read a book, 
My father’s grandfather was Squire, the poet, 
None of my family take after him. .. . 
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Quite, yes, I thought you might have heard of him. . . 
For five or six years more, I think, with luck, 

One never knows, the market’s so unsteady ; 

Id really like to go, before I’m past it, 

And try to find my schoolboy form again. 


I turned out twice for Hampshire. . . . Yes, I knew him, 
He didn’t play my year, but just before. 
Wasn’t he in the Cornwalls?” . . . all around 


Will spread the vast and variegated world, 

Slow rolling through its light and darkened hours, 
Covered with mountains, deserts, peoples, seas, 
And here and there a few small scattered poets 
Blooming upon experience’s tree. 

But he, not knowing, content to live his life, 

Will never give himself a thought about it. 
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LONGER POEMS 


PROLOGUE: IN DARKNESS 


ITH my sleeping belovéd huddled tranquil beside 
me, why do I lie awake, 
Listening to the loud clock’s hurry in the darkness, and 
feeling my heart’s fierce ache 
That beats one response to the brain’s many questionings, 
and in solitude bears the weight 
Of all the world’s evil and misery and frustration, and the 
senseless pressure of fate? 


Is it season of ploughing and sowing, this long vigil, that 
so certainly it recurs? 

In this unsought return of a pain that was ended, is it here 
that a song first stirs? 

Can it be that from this, when to-night’s gone from memory, 
there will spring of a sudden, some time, 

Like a silver lily breaking from black deadly waters, the 
thin-blown shape of a rhyme? 


THE LILY OF MALUD 


HE lily of Malud is born in secret mud. 

It is breathed like a word in a little dark ravine 
Where no bird was ever heard and no beast was ever seen, 
And the leaves are never stirred by the panther’s velvet 

sheen. 


It blooms once a year in summer moonlight, 
In a valley of dark fear full of pale moonlight : 
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It blooms once a year, and dies in a night, 

And its petals disappear with the dawn’s first light ; 

And when that night has come, black small-breasted maids, 

With ecstatic terror dumb, steal fawn-like through the 
shades 

To watch, hour by hour, the unfolding of the flower. 


When the world is full of night, and the moon reigns alone 
And drowns in silver light the known and the unknown. 
When each hut is a mound, half blue silver and half black, 
And casts upon the ground the hard shadow of its back, 
When the winds are out of hearing and the tree-tops never 

shake, 
When the grass in the clearing is silent but awake 
’Neath a moon-paven sky : all the village is asleep 
And the babes that nightly cry dream deep : 

From the doors the maidens creep, 

Tiptoe over dreaming curs, soft, so soft, that not one stirs, 
And stand curved and a-quiver, like bathers by a river, 
Looking at the forest wall, groups of slender naked girls, 


Whose black bodies shine like pearls where the moonbeams 
fall. 


They have waked, they knew not why, at a summons from 
the night, 

They have stolen fearfully from the dark to the light, 

Stepping over sleeping men, who have moved and slept 
again : 

And they know not why they go to the forest, but they know, 

As their moth-feet pass to the shore of the grass 
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And the forest’s dreadful brink, that their tender spirits 
shrink : 

They would flee, but cannot turn, for their eyelids burn 

With frenzy, and each maid, ere she leaves the moonlit 
space, 

If she sees another’s face is thrilled and afraid. 


Now like little phantom fawns they thread the outer lawns 

Where the boles of giant trees stand about in twos and 
threes, 

Till the forest grows more dense and the darkness more 
intense, 

And they only sometimes see in a lone moon-ray 

A dead and spongy trunk in the earth half-sunk, 

Or the roots of a tree with fungus grey, 

Or a drift of muddy leaves, or a banded snake that heaves. 


And the towering unseen roof grows more intricate, and 
soon 

It is featureless and proof to the lost forgotten moon. 

But they could not look above as with blind-drawn feet they 
move 

Onwards on the scarce-felt path, with quick and desperate 
breath, 

For their circling fingers dread to caress some slimy head, 

Or to touch the icy shape of a hunched and hairy ape, 

And at every step they fear in their very midst to hear 

A lion’s rending roar or a tiger’s snore, . 

And when things swish or fall, they shiver but dare not call. 


O what is it leads the way that they do not stray? 

What unimagined arm keeps their bodies from harm? 
What presence concealed lifts their little feet that yield 
Over dry ground and wet till their straining eyes are met 
With a thinning of the darkness? 

And the foremost faintly cries in awed surprise : 

And they one by one emerge from the gloom to the verge 
Of a small sunken vale full of moonlight pale. 

And they hang along the bank, clinging to the branches dank, 
A shadowy festoon out of sight of the moon; 

And they see in front of them, rising from the mud 

A single straight stem and a single pallid bud 

In that little lake of light from the moon’s calm height. 


A stem, a ghostly bud, on the moon-swept mud 
That shimmers like a pond; and over there beyond 
The guardian forest high, menacing and strange, 
Invades the empty sky with its wild black range. 


And they watch hour by hour that small lonely flower 
In that deep forest place that hunter never found. 


It shines without sound, as a star in space. 


And the silence all around that solitary place 
Is like silence in a dream; till a sudden flashing gleam 
Down their dark faces flies; and their lips fall apart 
And their glimmering great eyes with excitement dart 
And their fingers, clutching the branches they were touch- 
ing, 
Shake and arouse hissing leaves on the boughs. 
And they whisper aswoon : Did it move in the moon? 
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O it moved as it grew ! 

It is moving, opening, with calm and gradual will, 

And their bodies where they cling are shadowed and 
still, 

And with marvel they mark that the mud now is dark 

For the unfolding flower, like a goddess in her power, 

Challenges the moon with a light of her own, 

That lovelily grows as the petals unclose, 

Wider, more wide with an awful inward pride, 

Till the heart of it breaks, and stilled is their breath, 

For the radiance it makes is as wonderful as death. 


The morning’s crimson stain tinges their ashen brows 
As they part the last boughs and slowly step again 
On to the village grass, and chill and languid pass 
Into the huts to sleep. 
Brief slumber, yet so deep 
That, when they wake to day, darkness and splendour seem 
Broken and far away, a faint miraculous dream; 
And when those maidens rise they are as they ever were 
Save only for a rare shade of trouble in their eyes. 
And the surly thick-lipped men, as they sit about their huts 
Making drums out of guts, grunting gruffly now and then, 
Carving sticks of ivory, stretching shields of wrinkled skin, 
Smoothing sinister and thin squatting gods of Oy 
Chip and grunt and do not see. 
But each mother, silently, 

Longer than her wont stays shut in the dimness of her hut, 
For she feels a brooding cloud of memory in the air, 
A lingering thing there that makes her sit bowed 
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With hollow shining eyes, as the night-fire dies, 

And stare softly at the ember, and try to remember 

Something sorrowful and far, something sweet and vaguely 
seen 

Like an early evening star when the sky is pale green : 

A quiet silver tower that climbed in an hour, 

Or a ghost like a flower, or a flower like a queen : 

Something holy in the past that came and did not last. 


But she knows not what it was. 


TESTAMENT. 


HEN my body has gone from the fields it walked 
And seasons have passed unwatched by me 

And the last who knew me his last has talked 

And the walls where I lived are strange to see, 

These words I fashion will linger then 

And cry my passion to later men. 


Softly in distance, sitting apart, 
They will hear the tunes that sang in my heart, 
Curving to image my smiles and tears 
The flow of my words will fill their ears : 
The measures that dance and those that wail, 
The rhymes that hammer and fade and fail, 
The vowels inwoven carefully 
Will chime for them as they chime for me, 
And their hearts unaware will be caught and yield 
To gentle echoes that I concealed, 
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Their hearts will bend and sway to my tune 
Like the mutable grass to the wind in June. 


O slow, and slow, and slow, and slow 

A silent host in ravines of woe 

The steady march of my tones will go, 
Then, as a wind comes out of the deep, 
Quickening up in a gradual sweep 

They will swing and sway and gallop and leap, 
And loud with the rage of speed ascend 
And fly, and fly : till they fiercely end 

Like frenzied steeds with a sheer cliff under 
And the air will rock with piléd thunder. 
And then I shall coil my frailest lines 

As delicately as clambering vines 

Or move them on even and smoothing feet 
Steady, but whispering, pale and sweet; 
And over them all, as I loose my will, 
Mellow or tender or hoarse or shrill, 

The coloured array of my chosen words 
Will perch and sing like creation’s birds. 


I have heard them and drunk of them, every tune. . . 


The faltering fountain under the moon 

That sobs and is still has sung to me, 

And the gentle wind in the poplar tree. 

Joy has bubbled from many a bough 

Birdless, blackened and leafless now; 

In wash of wave on many a beach 

I have heard the accents of hopeless speech ; 
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And in empty houses and woods at night 

Hiss and slither and rustle and bite, 

Stealthy noises with nobody near, 

Have taught me the sounds of the shapes of fear. 
And those who listen all dumb will hear 
Cadence and pause that delicate go, 

That scatter and stray on the beat below, 
Flowers on a meadow, wings in a wood, 

Wisps of foam on a full strong flood 

Which rolls with the steadier pulse and thud 

Of all things rhythmic, drums, hooves, and blood 
That courses in purple imperial pace, 

Tides, and the circling worlds of space. 


And within this music, shining clear 
The things that I loved will all appear, 
Those unborn people who know me dead 
Will flush at the colour of things I said. 
They will gaze and see through my words’ keen eyes 
The ancient earth and the changing skies; 
A man in his room with a faded book 
Will find it a window wherethrough to look 
At all that moved me of all I saw : 
The myriad stars that stand by law, 
Starlit waters and starlit plains, 
The sun and the moon and mists and rains 
And seas in tempest, and lilac seas 
At dawn, and waters blue in the breeze, 
Marsh and moor and high peaks of snow, 
Cliffs that fall to the lakes below, 
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Poppied cornfield and flat green mead 

And sprinkled cattle that calmly feed ; 
Creatures finned and feathered and furred, 
The roots of a tree, the nest of a bird, 

A beetle’s armour, a mole’s pink hand, 

A fly’s gauze wing, a shell on the sand, 

A house of brick and a wall of stone 

With lean yellow wallflowers overgrown, 
And an old grey bridge where green a-dream 
The veils of a willow touch the stream. 

And the beauty of youth that runs a race 
And old men’s wisdom and children’s grace, 
And the straight grey eyes in a woman’s face. 
And lovers will whisper incredulous, 

‘“* This man was a lover as fierce as us ; 
There came a day, and there went a day, 

O strange, he ached, he is dead!” they’ll say. 


All things go and come never again; 

Life is parting and parting pain. 

I lived, I suffered, I loved, I died, 

Lust I knew and remorse and pride, 

Hope that comes with a morning’s rose. 

And sadness that falls at a twilight’s close, 

The daily token of all things’ ends : 

Beauty and bravery, pity and friends ; 

And loved the earth and her blossom shed 

And thought upon death and shrank in dread. 

Yet not to earth should I turn when dead .. . 
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O do not think when you think of me 

As a ghost that haunts the lamenting sea 

Or visits again with speechless tongue 

City or field where his pain was sung, 

And cannot but cling though none may know 
To glades where his mortal feet would go, 

Or in libraries piteously to view 

The fate of the work that he had to do, 

(Ah Time will come at the flood, though I wrote 
My name on the sands when the tide was out) : 
Think this: ‘“‘ He is gone. He will not return, 
Though rains may chill us and suns may burn, 
Though love is lovely and beauty bright 

And the moon still shines in earth’s velvet night, 
He has gone, he has done with us all at last, 
And only to us remains the past.” 

And it may be, then, so far away 

That I shall be riding the Milky Way 

On a strong-winged horse with a heart like fire 
In a new-born youth, with the old desire, 
Ranging the ranks of a host of stars 

For stranger glories and stranger wars, 

Prouder devils and sterner worth 

Or a peace that never was found on earth. 


106 


TO A ROMAN 


I 


ou died two thousand years ago, Catullus, 
Myriads since then have walked the earth you knew 
All their long lives and faded into nothing, 
And still across that waste men think of you. 


You loved your Sirmio, and loved your brother, 
You gave a pitiless woman all your heart; 

You wrote for her, you mourned a sparrow for her, 
Served like a slave : and suffering made your art. 


Some fiery songs, a few soft elegies, 
Perfect—you said you used a pumice-stone : 

Coarse little squibs, a rosy song for a wedding, 
What else you did, it never will be known. 


A proud young man of fashion, whom a woman 
Played with and dropped: nothing remains beside ; 
Only we know, about a certain year, 
You went away, out of the glare, and died. 


And all your world died after, all the towers 

Fell, and the temples mouldered, and the games 
Left the great circus empty, and the dust 

Buried the Cesars, senators, and dames. 
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II 


I see you lying under marble arches, 
Above the bright blue meadow of a bay, 
With certain supercilious gross companions 
Talking their filth more cleverly than they. 


Amusing them, one of them, seeming with them : 
They are pleased to find Catullus of their kind, 

They sprawl and drink and sneer and jest of wenches, 
Pose to you: but they do not hear your mind. 


You share debauch, debauch does not distract you, 
Your wine is tasteless, pleasureless your ease; 

Behind your brutal talk you are cold and lonely, 
Sick of the laughter of such men as these. 


And even they at times perceive you moody, 
Bid you cheer up, are vaguely tired of you, 

Damper of pleasure, hypocrite, prig, superior, 
Too cranky and vain to think as others do. 


For, suddenly, your answers grow abstracted, 
Empty, or rough; your eyes go over sea, 
Watching a distant sail that seems unmoving, 

The symbol of some lost tranquillity ; 


A silent sail that cuts the clear horizon, 
A warm blue sea, a tranquil, cloudless sky, 

You sit and gaze, and, as you stare, they guess you 
Indifferent though the whole of them should die. 
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Ill 

*‘ The poet should be chaste, his verses 
It wasn’t Lesbia’s view, she did her best, 

Tempting and spurning, to weary and degrade you, 
To callous you and make you like the rest. 


” well, 


Disliking, piqued by, that strange difference in you, 
Contemptuous and curious, she would dare 

And then deny, provoke and then repel you, 
Yet could not make you other than you were. 


The soft-pressed foot, the glance that hinted heat, 
The scanty favours always auguring more, 

The haughty, cold indifference, mingling twin 
Frigidities of the vestal and the whore 


Still could not ever more than wound, cloud over, 
The eager boy in you she so despised, 

The love of fineness, sweetness, loyalty, candour, 
The innocent country memories you prized. 


IV 


A flower in a garden grew, Catullus, 
Some time you saw it, and the memory stayed, 
One flower of all the flowers you ever glanced at, 
A perfect thing of dew and radiance made : 


Emblem of youth, plucked, carried away and drooping, 
Out of the garden; emblem of your lot, 

Perplexed, bewildered, languishing, an alien 
Who was born to cherish all his world forgot. 
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ANARCHY 


N the dark, in bed, the brows of lovers will touch 
Closely, with nothing at all between bone and bone, 
Coffer against coffer of mind, and they will not move, 
Silent they'll be, their hearts overflowing with love, 
Or sometimes kiss and whisper, or sweetly moan. 
Yet silent or whispering, lying two lovers alone, 
Locked from the world in the dark, they are separate still, 
An impassable gulf between across which they call 
Like voice to voice from shores of a lightless sea. 
A moment, surrendered in climax of ecstasy, 
Only aware of souls’ and bodies’ kiss 
They may burn with the wordless knowledge of mutual bliss, 
Completeness of giving; yet the flush of fever goes, 
And its flame dies; and gateways noiseless close, 
And behind are wings again, and lonely flight, 
The cold swift mathematical movement of thought 
Or wandering memory straying like a moth in the night. 


Thus lovers, and by day, 

Of all they think how little the dearest can say, 

Even those most pure and devoted must daily wage 

The wars of love and the sweet diplomacies 

Where self will plot for its ends in a fair disguise, 

Or yield to love for the sake of love with seeming ; 

And coldness they sometimes know and even rage 

Remorsefully checked, and days divorced when the 
dreaming 

Of obscured and oblivious love is forgotten; and scheming 
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And striving in the world the ego fights for its own. 

And neglect of love may bring of lovers the best 

To a place where a careless petulant word expressed 

May open before their feet a gulf of dread 

In whose depths is the dreadful image of love lying dead, 
And they shrink from a lonely life without ever a friend... . 


Though they love and would die for each other; and will 
to the end. 


Thus these most close and dear, 

Even these with whom the pitiful heart has been bared 

In its weakness, and shame’s most intimate secrets shared 

(Though candour’s utter prostration could never disclose 

The whole of that secret world that so quickly grows). 

And of others how little we know, that we know for true, 

The strangers we call our friends; we see what they do 

For an hour a day maybe, and hear what they think 

For an hour a year; and ever we stand on the brink 

Of rash disclosure; and ever in fear we shrink 

With a friendly smile lest dreadfully there should be 

A stripping of enmity’s naked roots, or afraid 

In all our friendship’s complicate web to see 

A fabric of exploitation or trust betrayed... . 

A conventional waiving of self as we talk, a pretence 

That the caverns of self are not there, a thick wall of defence 

From acquaintance, yet ever there glowers the unsleeping 
within. 

And, beyond, each one has a world of foes; each man 

Will anger to blood against person and class and clan, 
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Swayed by suspicion and fear and hate and lust, 

And conflict of loves that is ever the most unjust. 

And out on the verge of the world are the tribes of sin 

Whose good is our evil, whose alien instincts show 

In their eyes, deep secular thoughts that we never could 
know. 

A chequered tempestuous world where the watcher sees 

Men coveting, fighting and dying, an endless strife 

In ignorant fever for power and pride and life : 

The destined prey of the hosts of desire and disease. 


Yet sighs the absurd unreasoning voice of our blood 

For a world, alas !—and there is no bitter cold there, 

Nor scorching heat, nor blossom with worm in the bud, 
And babes do not die, nor blindness comes to the old there, 
But the sun shines fair, and the rain falls soft, and the clime 
Conspires with the seed for the loveliest fruits of time, 

And the young are strong, and the old go green to the grave 
Without pain, and none is master and none is slave. 

And music sounds from the boats, and garlands are woven 
By maids at noon, and great calm statues are cloven 

Out of the cliffs, by the shrines of sunnier gods. 


Divine, magnificent spirit of man that will face, 
Invincible ever the battle with hopeless odds 
And cannot but dream ere he falls of a time and a race, 
Of a day when the world of men maturer grown 
Will live without law in perfect wisdom and grace 
Like the solar system hanging in awful space, 
Its parts sustained serenely by love alone! 
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TO A MUSICIAN 


USICIAN, with the bent and brooding face, 
White brow and thunderous eyes: you are not 
playing 
Merely the music that dead hand did trace. 


Musician, with the lifted resolute face, 

And scornful smile about your closed mouth straying, 
And hand that moves with swift or fluttering grace, 

It is not that man’s music you are playing. 


The grave and merry tunes he made you are playing, 
Each march and dirge and dance he made endures, 

But changed and mastered, and these things you’re saying, 
These joys and sorrows are not his but yours. 


You take those notes of his : you seize and fling 
His music as a dancer flings her veil, 

Toss it and twist it, mould it, make it sing, 
Whisper, shout savagely, lament and wail, 


Rush like a hurricane, pause and faint and fail : 
And as I watch, my body and soul are bound 
Helpless, immovable, in thongs of sound. 


Lonely and strange musician, standing there, 
Your bent ear listening to your own soul speaking, 
I hear vibrating on the smitten air 
The crying of your suffering and your seeking. 
I 113 


Agonised ! raptured! frustrate! you are haunted, 
Pursued, beset, beleagured, filled, possessed 

By all you are, all things you have lost and wanted, 
Things clear, too clear, things only to be guessed. 


I do not know what earlier scenes you knew, 
What sweet reproachful memories you hold 

Of broken dreams you had before you grew 
So conscious and so lonely and so old. 


I do not know what women’s words have taught 
Your heart, and only dimly know by name, 

The many wandering cities where you have sought 
Splendour, and found the hollowness of fame, 


Or where your sad and gentle reveries pass 
To family and home—who have for signs 

Of all your childhood, only the imagined grass 
Of a bright steppe, the wind running in lines, 


And only some old fairy-tale of sleighing, 
Dark snow-deep forests, endless turning pines, 
Bells tinkling, and wolves howling, and hounds baying. 


Vague is your past, yet as your violin sings, 
Its wildness held in desperate control, 
I know them all, that world of bygone things 
That have left their wounds and wonders in your soul. 


Out in all weathers you have been, my friend, 
Climbed into dawn, stood solitary and stark 

Against the ashen quiet of twilight’s end, 
Brooded beneath the night’s unanswering dark ; 
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Through battering tempests you have blindly won, 
And lived, and found a medicine for your scars 
In resolution taken from the sun 
And consolation from the unsleeping stars. 


And here, in this crowded place an hour staying, 
Your dim orchestra measuring off your bars, 
So pale and proud, you stand your secrets flaying, 


Resolving the tangle, pouring through your song 
All your deep ache for Beauty, calm above 
Your bitter silent anger and the strong 
Ferocity and tenderness of your love, 


Loud challenges and sweet and cynic laughter, 
Movements of joy spontaneous and pure, 

Remorse, and the dull grief that glimmers after 
The obstinate sins you know you will not cure. 


I see you subtly lying, soberly weighing 
Gross questions, jesting at the things you hate, 
In apathy, and wild despair, and praying 
Bowed down before the shadowy knees of Fate, 


And fearfully behind the visible groping 

And standing by the heart’s bottomless pit, and shrinking, 
Who have known the lure and mockery of hoping, 

The comic terrible uselessness of thinking. 


O gay and passionate, gloomy and serene, 
Your quivering fingers laugh and weep and curse 
For all the phantoms you have ever been. 
Yet would you wish another universe? 
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Let peace come if it will: your last long note 
Dies on the quiet breast of space; and now 

They clap: I see again your square frock coat, 
Dark, foreign fiddler, you have stopped : you bow. 


ELEGY 


VAGUELY wondered what you were about, 
But never wrote when you had gone away; 
Assumed you better, quenched the uneasy doubt 
You might need faces, or have things to say. 
Did I think of you last evening? Dead you lay. 
O bitter words of conscience 
I hold the simple message, 
And fierce with grief the awakened heart cries out : 
* It shall not be to-day; 


It is still yesterday; there is time yet !” 
Sorrow would strive backward to wrench the sun, 
But the sun moves. Our onward course is set, 
The wake streams out, the engine pulses run 
Droning, a lonelier voyage is begun. 
It is all too late for turning, 
You are past all mortal signal, 
There will be time for nothing but regret 
And the memory of things done ! 


The quiet voice that always counselled best, 
The mind that so ironically played 
Yet for mere gentleness forbore the jest. 
The proud and tender heart that sat in shade. 
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Nor once solicited another’s aid, 
Yet was so grateful always 
For trifles lightly given, 
The silences, the melancholy guessed 
Sometimes, when your eyes strayed. 


But always when you turned, you talked the more 
Through all our literature your way you took 
With modest ease; yet would you soonest pore, 
Smiling, with most affection in your look, 
On the ripe ancient and the curious nook : 
Sage travellers, learned printers, 
Divines and buried poets, 
You knew them all, but never half your lore 
Was drawn from any book. 


Stories and jests from field and town and port, 
And odd neglected scraps of history 
From everywhere, for you were of the sort, 
Cool and refined, who like rough company : 
Carter and barmaid, hawker and bargee, 
Wise pensioners and boxers 
With whom you drank, and listened 
To legends of old revelry and sport 
And customs of the sea. 


I hear you: yet more clear than all one note, 
One sudden hail I still remember best, 
That came in sunny days from one afloat 
And drew me to the pane in certain quest 
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Of a long brown face, bare arms and flimsy vest, 
In fragments through the branches, 
Above the green reflections : 
Paused by the willows in your varnished boat 
You, with your oars at rest. 


Did that come back to you when you were dying? 
I think it did: you had much leisure there, 

And, with the things we knew, came quietly flying 
Memories of things you had seen we knew not where. 
You watched again with meditative stare 

Places where you had wandered, 
Golden and calm in distance : 

Voices from all your altering past came sighing 
On the soft Hampshire air. 


For there you sat a hundred miles away, 
A rug upon your knees, your hands gone frail, 
And daily bade your farewell to the day, 
A music blent of trees and clouds asail 
And figures in some old neglected tale : 
And watched the sunset gathering, 
And heard the bird-song fading, 
And went within when the last sleepy lay 
Passed to a farther vale, 


Never complaining, and stepped up to bed 
More and more slow, a tall and sunburnt man 
Grown bony and bearded, knowing you would be dead 
Before the summer, glad your life began 
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Even thus to end, after so short a span, 
And mused a space serenely, 
Then fell to easy slumber, 
At peace, content. For never again your head 
Need make another plan. 


Most generous, most gentle, most discreet, 
Who left us ignorant to spare us pain : 
We went our ways with too forgetful feet 
And missed the chance that would not come again, 
Leaving, with thoughts on pleasure bent, or gain, 
Fidelity unattested 
And services unrendered : 
The ears are closed, the heart has ceased to beat, 
And now all proof is vain. 


Too late for other gifts, I give you this, 
Who took from you so much, so carelessly, 
On your far brows a first and phantom kiss, 
On your far grave a careful elegy. 
For one who loved all life and poetry, 
Sorrow in music bleeding, 
And friendship’s last confession. 
But even as I speak that inner hiss 
Softly accuses me, 


Saying : Those brows are senseless, deaf that tomb, 
This is the callous, cold resort of art. 

“I give you this.” What do I give? to whom? 
Words to the air, and balm to my own heart, 
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To its old luxurious and commanded smart. 
An end to all this tuning, 
This cynical masquerading ; 
What comfort now in that far final gloom 
Can any song impart? 


O yet I see you dawning from some heaven, 
Who would not suffer self-reproach to live 
In one to whom your friendship once was given. 
I catch a vision, faint and fugitive, 
Of a dark face with eyes contemplative, 
Deep eyes that smile in silence, 
And parted lips that whisper, 
‘Say nothing more, old friend, of being forgiven, 
There is nothing to forgive.” 


RIVERS 


IvERS I have seen which were beautiful, 
Slow rivers winding in the flat fens, 
With bands of reeds like thronged green swords 
Guarding the mirrored sky ; 
And streams down-tumbling from the chalk hills 
To valleys of meadows and watercress-beds, 
And bridges ,whereunder, dark weed-coloured shadows, 
Trout flit or lie. 


I know those rivers that peacefully glide 
Past old towers and shaven gardens, 
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Where mottled walls rise from the water 
And mills all streaked with flour; 
And rivers with wharves and rusty shipping, 
That flow with a stately tidal motion 
Towards their destined estuaries 
Full of the pride of power ; 


Noble great rivers, Thames and Severn, 
Tweed with his gateway of many grey arches, 
Clyde, dying at sunset westward 

In a sea as red as blood; 
Rhine and his hills in close procession, 
Placid Elbe, Seine slaty and swirling, 
And Isar, son of the Alpine snows, 

A furious turquoise flood. 


All these I have known, and with slow eyes 

I have walked on their shores and watched them, 

And softened to their beauty and loved them 
Wherever my feet have been; 

And a hundred others also 

Whose names long since grew into me, 

That, dreaming in light or darkness, 
I have seen, though I have not seen. 


Those rivers of thought : cold Ebro, 
And blue racing Guadiana, 
Passing white houses, high-balconied, 
That ache in a sun-baked land, 
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Congo, and Nile and Colorado, 

Niger, Indus, Zambesi, 

And the Yellow River, and the Oxus, 
And the river that dies in sand. 


What splendours are theirs, what continents, 
What tribes of men, what basking plains, 
Forests and lion-hided deserts, 

Marshes, ravines and falls : 
All hues and shapes and tempers 
Wandering they take as they wander 
From those far springs that endlessly 

The far sea calls. 


O in reverie I know the Volga 

That turns his back upon Europe, 

And the two great cities on his banks, 
Novgorod and Astrakhan ; 

Where the world is a few soft colours, 

And under the dove-like evening 

The boatmen chant ancient songs, 
The tenderest known to man. 


And the holy river Ganges, 
His fretted cities veiled in moonlight, 
Arches and buttresses silver-shadowy 
In the high moon, 
And palms grouped in the moonlight 
And fanes girdled with cypresses, 
Their domes of marble softly shining 
To the high silver moon. 
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And that aged Brahmapootra 
Who beyond the white Himalayas 
Passes many a lamassery 
On rocks forlorn and frore, 
A block of gaunt grey stone walls 
With rows of little barred windows, 
Where shrivelled monks in yellow silk 
Are hidden for evermore. . 


But O that great river, the Amazon, 
I have sailed up its gulf with eyelids closed, 
And the yellow waters tumbled round, 
And all was rimmed with sky, 
Till the banks drew in, and the trees’ heads, 
And the lines of green grew higher 
And I breathed deep, and there above me 
The forest wall stood high. 


Those forest walls of the Amazon 

Are level under the blazing blue 

And yield no sound but the whistles and shrieks 
Of the swarming bright macaws ; 

And under their lowest drooping boughs 

Mud-banks torpidly bubble, 

And the water drifts, and logs in the water 
Drift and twist and pause. 


And everywhere, tacitly joining, 
Float noiseless tributaries, 
Tall avenues paved with water : 
And as I silent fly 
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The vegetation like a painted scene, 

Spars and spikes and monstrous fans 

And ferns from hairy sheaths up-springing, 
Evenly passes by. 


And stealthier stagnant channels 

Under low niches of drooping leaves 

Coil into deep recesses : 
And there have I entered, there 

To heavy, hot, dense, dim places 

Where creepers climb and sweat and climb, 

And the drip and splash of oozing water 
Loads the stifling air. 


Rotting scrofulous steaming trunks, 
Great horned emerald beetles crawling, 
Ants and huge slow butterflies 
That have strayed and lost the sun; 
Ah, sick I have swooned as the air thickened 
To a pallid brown ecliptic glow, 
And on the forest, fallen with languor, 
Thunder has begun. 


Thunder in the dun dusk, thunder 

Rolling and battering and cracking, 

The caverns shudder with a terrible glare 
Again and again and again, 

Till the land bows in the darkness, 

Utterly lost and defenceless, 

Smitten and blinded and overwhelmed 
By the crashing rods of rain 
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And then in the forests of the Amazon, 
When the rain has ended, and silence come, 
What dark luxuriance unfolds 

From behind the night’s drawn bars : 
The wreathing odours of a thousand trees 
And the flowers’ faint gleaming presences, 
And over the clearings and the still waters 

Soft indigo and hanging stars. 


O many and many are rivers, 
And beautiful are all rivers, 
And lovely is water everywhere 
That leaps or glides or stays; 
Yet by starlight, moonlight, or sunlight, 
Long, long though they look, these wandering eyes, 
Even on the fairest waters of dream, 
Never untroubled gaze. 


For whatever stream I stand by, 

And whatever river [ dream of, 

There is something still in the back of my mind 
From very far away; 

There is something I saw and see not, 

A country full of rivers 

That stirs in my heart and speaks to me 
More sure, more dear than they. 


And always I ask and wonder 
(Though often I do not know it) : 
Why does this water not smell like water ? 
Where is the moss that grew 
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Wet and dry on the slabs of granite 
And the round stones in clear brown water ? 
—And a pale film rises before them 

Of the rivers that first I knew. 


Though famous are the rivers of the great world, 
Though my heart from those alien waters drinks 
Delight however pure from their loveliness, 

And awe however deep, 
Would I wish for a moment the miracle 
That those waters should come to Chagford, 
Or gather and swell in Tavy Cleave 

Where the stones cling to the steep? 


No, even were they Ganges and Amazon 
In all their great might and majesty, 
League upon league of wonders, 
I would lose them all, and more, 
For a light chiming of small bells, 
A twisting flash in the granite, 
The tiny thread of a pixie waterfall 
That lives by Vixen Tor. 


Those rivers in that lost country, 
They were brown as a clear brown bead is 
Or red with the earth that rain washed down, 
Or white with china-clay ; 
And some tossed foaming over boulders, 
And some curved mild and tranquil, 
In wooded vales securely set 
Under the fond warm day. 
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Okement and Erme and Avon, 

Exe and his ruffled shallows, 

I could cry as I think of those rivers 
That knew my morning dreams; 

The weir by Tavistock at evening 

When the circling woods were purple, 

And the Lowman in spring with the lent-lilies, 
And the little moorland streams. 


For many a hillside streamlet 

There falls with a broken tinkle, 

Falling and dying, falling and dying, 
In little cascades and pools, 

Where the world is furze and heather 

And flashing plovers and fixed larks, 

And an empty sky, whitish blue, 
That small world rules, 


There, there, where the high waste bog-lands 

And the drooping slopes and the spreading valleys, 

The orchards and the cattle-sprinkled pastures 
Those travelling musics fill, 

There is my lost Abana, 

And there is my nameless Pharphar 

That mixed with my heart when I was a boy, 
And time stood still. 


And I say I will go there and die there : 
But I do not go there, and sometimes 
I think that the train could not carry me there, 
And it’s possible, maybe, 
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That it’s farther than Asia or Africa, 

Or any voyager’s harbour, 

Farther, farther, beyond recall... . 
O even in memory ! 


ON A FRIEND RECENTLY DEAD 
(G. M., ob. 1913) 


I 

HE stream goes fast. 

When this that is the present is the past, 
*T will be as all the other pasts have been, 
A failing hill, a daily dimming scene, 
A far strange port with foreign life astir 
The ship has left behind, the voyager 
Will never return to; no, nor see again, 
Though with a heart full of longing he may strain 
Back to project himself, and once more count 
The boats, the whitened walls that climbed the mount, 
Mark the cathedral’s roof, the gathered spires, 
The vanes, the windows red with sunset’s fires, 
The gap of the market-place, and watch again 
The coloured groups of women, and the men 
Lounging at ease along the low stone wall 
That fringed the harbour; and there beyond it all 
High pastures morning and evening scattered with small 
Specks that were grazing sheep. . . . It is all gone, 
It is all blurred that once so brightly shone; 
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He cannot now with the old clearness see 
The rust upon one ringbolt of the quay. 


I 
And yesterday is dead, and you are dead. 
Your duplicate that hovered in my head 
Thins like blown wreathing smoke, your features grow 
To interrupted outlines, and all will go 
Unless I fight dispersal with my will . . . 
So I shall do it . . . but too conscious still 
That, when we walked together, had I known 
How soon your journey was to end alone, 
I should not, now that you have gone from view, 
Be gathering derelict odds and ends of you; 
But in the intense lucidity of pain 
Your likeness would have burnt into my brain. 
I did not know; lovable and unique, 
As volatile as a bubble and as weak, 
You sat with me, and my eyes registered 
This thing and that, and sluggishly I heard 
Your voice, remembering here and there a word. 


III 
So in my mind there’s not much left of you, 
And that disintegrates; but while a few 
Patches of memory’s mirror still are bright 
Nor your reflected image there has quite 
Faded and slipped away, it will be well 
To search for each surviving syllable 
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Of voice and body and soul. And some Ill find 

Right to my hand, and some tangled and blind 

Among the obscure weeds that fill the mind. 

A pause. . 

I plunge my thought’s hooked resolute claws 

Deep in the turbid past. Like drowned things in the jaws 

Of grappling-irons, your features to the verge 

Of conscious knowledge one by one emerge. 

Can I not make these scattered things unite? . 

I knit my brows and clench my eyelids tight 

And focus to a point. . . . Streams of dark pinkish light 

Convolve; and now spasmodically there flit 

Clear pictures of you as you used to sit :— 

The way you crossed your legs stretched in your chair, 

Elbow at rest and tumbler in the air, 

Jesting on books and politics and worse, 

And still good company when most perverse. 

Capricious friend ! 

Here in this room not long before the end, 

Here in this very room six months ago 

You poised your foot and joked and chuckled so. 

Beyond the window shook the ash-tree bough, 

You saw books, pictures, as I see them now, 

The sofa then was blue, the telephone 

Listened upon the desk, and softly shone 

Even as now the fire-irons in the grate, 

And the little brass pendulum swung, a seal of fate 

Stamping the minutes; and the curtains on window and 
door 

Just moved in the air; and on the dark boards of the floor 
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These same discreetly-coloured rugs were lying . . . 
And then you never had a thought of dying. 


IV 
You are not here, and all the things in the room 
Watch me alone in the gradual growing gloom. 
The you that thought and felt are I know not where, 
The you that sat and drank in that arm-chair 
Will never sit there again. 
For months you have lain 
Under a graveyard’s green 
In some place abroad where I’ve never been. 
Perhaps there is a stone over you, 
Or only the wood and the earth and the grass cover 
you. 
But it doesn’t much matter; for dead and decayed you lie 
Like a million million others who felt they would never die, 
Like Alexander and Helen the beautiful, 
And the last collier hanged for murdering his trull; 
All done with and buried in an equal bed. 


Vv 
Yes, you are dead like all the other dead. 
_ You are not here, but I am here alone. 
And evening falls, fusing tree, water and stone 
Into a violet cloth, and the frail ash-tree hisses 
_ With a soft sharpness like a fall of mounded grain. 
_ And a steamer softly puffing along the river passes, 
Drawing a file of barges; and silence falls again. 
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And a bell tones; and the evening darkens; and in sparse 
rank 

The greenish lights well out along the other bank. 

I have no force left now; the sights and sounds impinge 

Upon me unresisted, like raindrops on the mould. 

And, striving not against my melancholy mood, 

Limp as a door that hangs upon one failing hinge, 

Limp, with slack marrowless arms and thighs, I sit and 
brood 

On death and death and death. And quiet, thin and cold, 

Following of this one friend the hopeless, helpless ghost, 

The weak appealing wraiths of notable men of old 

Who died, pass through the air; and then, host after host, 

Innumerable, overwhelming, without form, 

Rolling across the sky in awful silent storm, 

The myriads of the undifferentiated dead 

Whom none recorded, or of whom the record faded. 

O spectacle appallingly sublime ! 

I see the universe one long disastrous strife, 

And in the staggering abysses of backward and forward 
time 

Death chasing hard upon the heels of creating life. 

And I, I see myself as one of a heap of stones 

Wetted a moment to life as the flying wave goes over, 

Onward and never returning, leaving no mark behind. 

There’s nothing to hope for. Blank cessation numbs my 
mind, 

And I feel my heart thumping gloomy against its cover, 

My heavy belly hanging from my bones. 
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VI 
Below in the dark street 
There is a tap of feet, 
I rise and angrily meditate 
How often I have let of late 
This thought of death come over me. 
How often I will sit and backward trace 
The deathly history of the human race, 
The ripples of men who chattered and were still, 
Known and unknown, older and older, until 
Before man’s birth I fall, shivering and aghast, 
Through a hole in the bottom of the remotest past ; 
Till painfully my spirit throws 
Her giddiness off; and then as soon 
As I recover and try to think again, 
Life seems like death; and all my body grows 
Icily cold, and all my brain 
Cold as the jagged craters of the moon. . . . 
And I wonder is it not strange that I 
Who thus have heard eternity’s black laugh 
And felt its freezing breath, 
Should sometimes shut it out from memory 
So as to play quite prettily with death, 
And turn an easy epitaph? 


[ can hear a voice whispering in my brain : 
‘Why this is the old futility again ! 
Criminal! day by day 
Your own life is ebbing swiftly away. 
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And what have you done with it, 
Except to become a maudlin hypocrite? ” 
Yes, I know, I know; 
One should not think of death or the dead overmuch; but 
one’s mind’s made so 
That at certain times the roads of thought all lead to death, 
And false reasoning clouds one’s soul as a window with 
breath 
Is clouded in winter’s air, 
And all the faith one may have 
Lies useless and dead as a body in the grave. 


ODE IN A RESTAURANT 


N this dense hall of green and gold, 

Mirrors and lights and steam, there sit 
Two hundred munching men; 
While several score of others flit 
Like scurrying beetles over a fen, 
With plates in fanlike spread; or fold 
Napkins, or jerk the corks from bottles, 
Ministers to greedy throttles. 
Some make noises while they eat, 
Pick their teeth or shuffle their feet, 
Wipe their noses ’neath eyes that range 
Or frown whilst waiting for their change. 
Gobble, gobble, toil and trouble. 
Soul ! this life is very strange, 
And circumstances very foul 
Attend the belly’s stormy howl. 
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How horrible this noise ! this air how thick ! 
It is disgusting . . . I feel sick... 
Loosely I prod the table with a fork, 
My mind gapes, dizzies, ceases to work . . . 


The weak unsatisfied strain 

Of a band in another room 

Through this dull complex din 

Comes winding thin and sharp ! 

The gnat-like mourning of the violin, 

The faint stings of the harp. 
The sounds pierce in and die again, 
Like keen-drawn threads of ink dropped into a glass 
Of water, which curl and relax and soften and pass. 
Briefly the music hovers in unstable poise, 
Then melts away, drowned in the heavy sea of noise. 

And I, I am now emasculate. 

All my forces dissipate ; 

Conquered by matter utterly, 

Moving not, willing not, I lie, 

Like a man whom timbers pin 

When the roof of a mine falls in. 


Halt! . . . as a cloud condenses 
I press my mind, recover 
Dominion of my senses. 
With newly flowing blood 
I lift, and now float over 
The restaurant’s expanses 
Like a draggled sea-gull over dreary flats of mud. 
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An effort... ah... I urge and push, 
And now with greater strength I flush, 
The hall is full of my pinions’ rush ; 
No drooping now, the place is mine, 
Beating the walls with shattering wings, 
Over the herd my spirit swings, 
In triumph shouts “‘ Aha, you swine ! 
Grovel before your lord divine ! 
I, only I, am réal here}: 3.” 
Through the uncertain firmament, 
Still bestial in their dull content. 
The despicable phantoms leer . . . 
Hogs ! even now in my right hand 
I hold at my will the thunderbolts 
Measured not in mortal volts, 
Would crash you to annihilation ! 
Lit with a new illumination, 
What need I of ears and eyes 
Of flesh? Imperious I will rise, 
Dominate you as a god 

Who only does not trouble to wield the rod 
Of death, or kick your weak spheroid 
Like a football through the void ! 


Ha ! was it but a dream? 

And did it merely seem? 

Ha ! not yet free of your cage, 

Soul, spite of all your rage? 

Come now, this foe engage ! 
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With explosion of your might 
O heave, O leap and flash up, soul, 
Like a stabbing scream in the night ! 
Hurl aside this useless bowl 
Ofa body... 
But there comes a shock 
A soft, tremendous shock 
OF contact with the body; I lose all power, 
And fall back, back, like a solitary rower 
Whose prow that debonair the waves did ride 
Is suddenly hurled back by an iron tide. 
O sadness, sadness, feel the returning pain 
Of touch with unescapable mortal things again ! 
The cloth is linen, the floor is wood, 
My plate holds cheese, my tumbler toddy ; 
I cannot get free of the body, 
And no man ever could. 


Self! do not lose your hold on life, 
Nor coward seek to shrink the strife 
Of body and spirit; even now 

(Not for the first time), even now 
Clear in your ears has rung the message 
That tense abstraction is the passage 
To nervelessness and living death. 
Never forget while you draw breath 
That all the hammers of will can never 
Your chainéd soul from matter sever ; 
And though it be confused and mixed, 
This is the world in which you’re fixed. 
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Never despise the things that are. 

Set your teeth upon the grit. 

Though your heart like a motor beat, 
Hold fast this earthly star, 

The whole of it, the whole of it. 


Look on this crowd now, calm now, look. 
Remember now that each one drew 
Woman’s milk (which you partook) 

And year by year in wonder grew. 

Scorn not them, nor scorn not their feasts 

(Which you partake) nor call them beasts. 

These be children of one Power 

With you, nor higher you nor lower. 

They also hear the harp and fiddle, 

And sometimes quail before the riddle. 
They also have hot blood, quick thought, 
And try to do the things they ought, 

They also have hearts that ache when stung, 

And sigh for days when they were young, 

And curse their wills because they falter, 

And know that they will never alter. 

See these men in a world of men. 

Material bodies ?—yes, what then? 

These coarse trunks that here you see 

Judge them not, lest judged you be, 

Bow not to the moment’s curse, 

Nor make four walls a universe. 

Think of these bodies here assembled, 

Whence they have come, where they have trembled 
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With the strange force that fills us all, 
Men and beasts both great and small. 
Here within this fleeting home 

Two hundred men have this day come; 
Here collected for one day, 

Each shall go his separate way. 

Self, you can imagine nought 

Of all the battles they have fought, 

All the labours they have done, 

All the journeys they have run. 

O, they have come from all the world, 
Borne by invisible currents, swirled 
Like leaves into this vortex here 
Flying, or like the spirits drear 
Windborne and frail, whom Dante saw, 
Who yet obeyed some hidden law. 


Is it not miraculous 


That they should here be gathered thus, 


All to be spread before your view, 


Who are strange to them as they to you? 


Soul, how can you sustain without a sob, 

The lightest thought of this titanic throb 
Of earthly life, that swells and breaks 
Into leaping scattering waves of fire, 


Into tameless tempests of effort and storms of desire 


That eternally makes 


The confused glittering armies of humankind, 


To their own heroism blind, 
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Swarm over the earth to build, to dig, and to till, 
To mould and compel land and sea to their will . . . 
Whence we are here eating .. . 
Standing here as on a high hill, 
Strain, my imagination, strain forth to embrace 
The energies that labour for this place, 
This place, this instant. Beyond your island’s verge, 
Listen, and hear the roaring impulsive surge, 
The clamour of voices, the blasting of powder, the clanging 
of steel, 
The thunder of hammers, the rattle of oars . 
For this one meal 
Ten thousand Indian hamlets stored their yields, 
Manchurian peasants sweltered in their fields, 
And Greeks drove carts to Patras, and lone men 
Saw burning summer come and go again 
And huddled from the winds of winter on 
The fertile deserts of Saskatchewan. 
To fabricate these things have been marchings and 
slaughters, 
The sun has toiled and the moon has moved the waters, 
Cities have laboured, and crowded plains, and deep in the 
earth 
Men have plunged unafraid with ardour to wrench the worth 
Of sweating dim-lit caverns, and paths have been hewn 
Through forests where for uncounted years nor sun nor moon 
Have penetrated, men have driven straight shining rails 
Through the dense bowels of mountains, and climbed their 
frozen tops, and wrinkled sailors have shouted at 
shouting gales 
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In the huge Pacific, and battled around the Horn 

And gasping, coasted to Rio, and turning towards the morn, 
Fought over the wastes to Spain, and battered and worn, 
Sailed up the Channel, and on into the Nore 

To the city of masts and the smoky familiar shore. 


So, so of every substance you see around 
Might a tale be unwound 
Of perils passed, of adventurous journeys made 
In man’s undying and stupendous crusade. 
This flower of man’s energies Trade 
Brought hither to hand and lip 
By waggon, train or ship, 
Each atom that we eat. . . 
Stare at the wine, stare at the meat. 
The mutton which these platters fills 
Grazed upon a thousand hills; 
This bread so square and white and dry 
Once was corn that sang to the sky; 
And all these spruce, obedient wines, 
Flowed from the vatted fruit of vines 
That trailed, a bright maternal host, 
The warm Mediterranean coast, 
Or spread their Bacchic mantle on 
That Iberian Helicon 
Where the slopes of Portugal 
Crown the Atlantic’s eastern wall. 


O mighty energy, never-failing flame ! 
O patient toils and journeys in the name 
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Of Trade! No journey ever was the same 

As another, nor ever came again one task; 

And each man’s face is an ever-changing mask, 

From the minutest cell to the lordliest star 

All things are unique, though all of their kindred are. 

And though all things exist for ever, all life is change, 

And the oldest passions come to each heart in a garment 
strange. 

Though life be as brief as a flower and the body but dust, 

Man walks the earth holding both body and spirit in trust; 

And the various glories of sense are spread for his delight, 

New pageants glow in the sunset, new stars are born in the 
night, : 

And clouds come every day, and never a shape recurs, 

And the grass grows every year, yet never the same blade 
stirs 

Another spring, and no delving man breaks again the 
self-same clod 

As he did last year though he stand once more where last 
year he trod. 

O wonderful procession fore-ordained by God ! 

Wonderful in unity, wonderful in diversity. 

Contemplate it, soul, and see 

How the material universe moves and strives with anguish 

and glee ! 


I was born for that reason, 
With muscles, heart and eyes, 

To watch each following season, 
To work and to be wise; 
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Not body and mind to tether 
To unseen things alone, 

But to traverse together 
The known and the unknown, 

My muscles were not welded 
To waste away in sleep, 

My bones were never builded 
To throw upon a heap. 

‘** Man worships God in action,” 
Senses and reason call, 

** And thought is putrefaction, 
If thought is all in all!” 


Most of the guests are gone; look over there, 
Against a pillar leans with absent air 
A tall, dark, pallid waiter. There he stands 
- Limply, with vacant eyes and listless hands. 
He dreams of some small ‘Tyrolean town, 
A church, a bridge, a stream that rushes down. . 
A frustrate, hankering man, this one short time 
Unconscious he into my gaze did climb; 
He sinks again, again he is but one 
Of many myriads underneath the sun, 
Now faint, now vivid. . . . How puzzling is it all ! 
For now again, in spite of all, 
The lights, the chairs, the diners, and the hall 
Lose their opacity. 

Fool ! exert your will, 
Finish your whisky up, and pay your bill. 
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ANTINOMIES ON A RAILWAY 
STATION 


s I stand waiting in the rain 

For the foggy hoot of the London train, 
Gazing at silent wall and lamp 
And post and rail and platform damp, 
What is this power that comes to my sight 
That I see a night without the night, 
That I see them clear, yet look them through, 
The silvery things and the darkly blue, 
That the solid wall seems soft as death, 
A wavering and unanchored wraith, 
And rails that shine and stones that stream 
Unsubstantial as a dream? 
What sudden door has opened so, 
What hand has passed, that I should know 
This moving vision not a trance 
That melts the globe of circumstance, 
This sight that marks not least or most 
And makes a stone a passing ghost? 
Is it that a year ago 
I stood upon this self-same spot ; 
Is it that since a year ago 
The place and I have altered not; 
Is it that I half forgot, 
A year ago, and all despised 
For a space the things that I had prized : 
The race of life, the glittering show? 
Is it that now a year has passed 
In vain pursuit of glittering things, 
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In fruitless searching, shouting, running, 
And greedy lies and candour cunning, 
Here as I stand the year above 

Sudden the heats and the strivings fail 
And fall away, a fluctuant veil, 

And the fixed familiar stones restore 
The old appearance-buried core, 

The unmoving and essential me, 

The eternal personality 

Alone enduring first and last? 


No, this I have known in other ways, 
In other places, other days. 

Not only here, on this one peak, 

Do fixity and beauty speak 

Of the delusiveness of change, 

Of the transparency of form, 

The bootless stress of minds that range, 
The awful calm behind the storm. 
In many places, many days, 

The invaded soul receives the rays 
Of countries she was nurtured in, 
Speaks in her silent language strange 
To that beyond which is her kin. 
Even in peopled streets at times 

A metaphysic arm is thrust 

Through the partitioning fabric thin, 
And tears away the darkening pall 
Cast by the bright phenomenal, 
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And clears the obscuréd spirit’s mirror 
From shadows of deceptive error, 

And shows the bells and all their ringing, 
And all the crowds and all their singing, 
Carillons that are nothing’s chimes 

And dust that is not even dust. . 


But rarely hold I converse thus 

Where shapes are bright and clamorous, 
More often comes the word divine 

In places motionless and far ; 

Beneath the white peculiar shine 

Of sunless summer afternoons; 

At eventide on pale lagoons 

Where hangs reflected one pale star ; 
Or deep in the green solitudes 

Of still erect entrancéd woods. 


O, in the woods alone lying, 
Scarce a bough in the wind sighing, 
Gaze I long with fervid power 
At leaf and branch and grass and flower, 
Breathe I breaths of trembling sight 
Shed from great urns of green delight, 
Take I draughts and drink them up 
Poured from many a stalk and cup. 
Now do I burn for nothing more 
Than thus to gaze, thus to adore 
This exquisiteness of nature ever 
In silenves<=.2, 
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But with instant light 
Rends the film; with joy I quiver 
To see with new celestial sight 
Flower and leaf and grass and tree, 
Doomed barks on an eternal sea, 
Flit phantom-like as transient smoke. 
Beauty herself her spell has broke, 
Beauty, the herald and the lure, 
Her message told, may not endure; 
Her portal opened, she has died, 
Supreme immortal suicide. 
Yes, sleepless nature soundless flings 
Invisible grapples round the soul, 
Drawing her through the web of things 
To the primal end of her journeyings, 
Her ultimate and constant pole. 


For Beauty with her hands that beckon 
Is but the Prophet of a Higher, 
A flaming and ephemeral beacon, 
A Pheenix perishing by fire. 
Herself from us herself estranges, 
Herself her mighty tale doth kill, 
That all things change yet nothing changes, 
That all things move yet all are still. 


I cannot sink, I cannot climb, 
Now that I see my ancient dwelling, 
The central orb untouched of time, 
And taste a peace all bliss excelling. 
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Now I have broken Beauty’s wall, 
Now that my kindred world I hold, 
I care not though the cities fall 
And the green earth go cold. 


TOWN 


OsTLY in a dull rotation 
We bear our loads and eat and drink and sleep 
Feeling no tears, knowing no meditation— 
Too tired to think, too clogged with earth to weep. 


Dimly convinced, poor groping wretches, 
Like eyeless insects in a murky pond 

That out and out this city stretches, 
Away, away, and there is no beyond. 


No larger earth, no loftier heaven, 

No cleaner, gentler airs to breathe. And yet, 
Even to us sometimes is given 

Visions of things we other times forget. 


Some day is done, its labour ended, 

And as we sit and brood at windows high, 
A steady wind from far descended, 

Blows off the filth that hid the deeper sky; 


There are the empty waiting spaces, 
We watch, we watch, unwinking, pale and dumb, 
Till gliding up with noiseless paces, 
Night covers all the wide arch : Night has come. 
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Not that sick false night of the city, 
Lurid and low and yellow and obscene, 
But mother Night, pure, full of pity, 
The star-strewn Night, blue, potent and serene. 


O, as we gaze the clamour ceases, 

The turbid world around grows dim and small, 
The soft-shed influence releases 

Our shrouded spirits from their dusty pall. 


No more we hear the turbulent traffic, 

Not scorned but unremembered is the day ; 
The Night, all luminous and seraphic, 

Has brushed its heavy memories away. 


The great blue Night so clear and kindly, 
The little stars so wide-eyed and so still, 
Open a door for souls that blindly 
Had wandered, tunnelling the endless hill ; 


They draw the long-untraversed portal, 

Our souls slip out and tremble and expand, 
The immortal feels for the immortal, 

The eternal holds the eternal by the hand. 


Impalpably we are led and lifted, 
Softly we shake into the gulf of blue, 
The last environing veil is rifted 
And lost horizons float into our view. 
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Lost lands, lone seas, lands that afar gleam 

With a miraculous beauty, faint yet clear, 
Forgotten lands of night and star-gleam, 

Seas that are somewhere but that are not here. 


Borne without effort or endeavour, 

Swifter and more ethereal than the wind, 
In level track we stream, whilst ever 

The fair pale panorama rolls behind. 


Now fleets below a trancéd moorland, 
A sweep of glimmering immobility ; 
Now craggy cliff and dented foreland 
Pass back and there beyond unfolds the sea. 


Now wastes of water heaving, drawing, 
Great darkling tracts of patterned restlessness, 
With whitened waves round rough rocks mawing 
And licking islands in their fierce caress. 


Now coasts with capes and ribboned beaches 
Set silent *neath the canopy sapphirine, 
And estuaries and river reaches. 
Phantasmal silver in the night’s soft shine. 


Ah, these fair woods the spirit crosses, 
These quiet lakes, these stretched dreaming fields, 
These undulate downs with piny bosses 
Pointing the ridges of their sloping shields. 
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These valleys and these heights that screen them, 
These tawnier sands where grass and tree are not, 
Ah, we have known them, we have seen them, 
We saw them long ago and we forgot; 


We know them all, these placid countries, 

And what the pathway is and what the goal; 
These are the gates and these the sentries 

That guard that ancient fortress of the soul. 


And we speed onward flying, flying, 

Over the sundering waves of hill and plain 
To where they rear their heads undying 

The unnamed mountains of old days again. 


The snows upon their calm still summits, 

The chasms, the files of trees that foot the snow, 
Curving like inky frozen comets, 

Into the forest-ocean spread below. 


The glisten where the peaks are hoarest, 

The soundless darkness of the sunken vales, 
The folding leagues of shadowy forest, 

Edge beyond edge till all distinctness fails. 


So invulnerable it is, so deathless, 
So floods the air the loveliness of it, 
That we stay dazzled, rapt and breathless, 
Our beings ebbing to the infinite. 
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There as we pause, there as we hover, 
Still-poised in ecstasy, a sudden light 
Breaks in our eyes, and we discover 
We sit at windows gazing to the night. 


Wistful and tired, with eyes a-tingle 

Where still the sting of Beauty faintly smarts ; 
But with our mute regrets there mingle 

Thanks for the resurrection of our hearts. 


O night so great that will not mock us ! 

O stars so wise that understand the weak ! 
O vast consoling hands that rock us ! 

O strong and perfect tongues that speak ! 


O night enrobed in azure splendour ! 
O whispering stars whose radiance falls like dew ! 
O mighty presences and tender, 
You have given us back the dreams our childhood knew ! 


Lulled by your visons without number, 
We seek our beds content and void of pain, 
And dreaming drowse and dreaming slumber 
And dreaming wake to see the day again. 
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THE BIRDS 
(To Edmund Gosse) 


ITHIN mankind’s duration, so they say, 
Khepren and Ninus lived but yesterday. 
Asia had no name till man was old 
And long had learned the use of iron and gold; 
And zons had passed, when the first corn was planted 
Since first the use of syllables was granted. 


Men were on earth while climates slowly swung, 
Fanning wide zones to heat and cold, and long 
Subsidence turned great continents to sea, 

And seas dried up, dried up interminably, 

Age after age; enormous seas were dried 

Amid wastes of land. And the last monsters died. 


Earth wore another face. O since that prime 

Man with how many works has sprinkled time ! 

Hammering, hewing, digging tunnels, roads; 

Building ships, temples, multiform abodes. 

How, for his body’s appetites, his toils 

Have conquered all earth’s products, all her soils ; 

And in what thousand thousand shapes of art 

He has tried to find a language for his heart ! 

Never at rest, never content or tired: 

Insatiate wanderer, marvellously fired, 

Most grandly piling and piling into the air 

Stones that will topple or arch he knows not where. 

And yet did I, this spring, think it more strange, 

More grand, more full of awe, than all that change, 
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And lovely and sweet and touching unto tears, 

That through man’s chronicled and unchronicled years, 
And even into that unguessable beyond 

The water-hen has nested by a pond, 

Weaving dry flags into a beaten floor, 

The one sure product of her only lore. 

Low on a ledge above the shadowed water 

Then, when she heard no men, as nature taught her, 
Plashing around with busy scarlet bill 

She built that nest, her nest, and builds it still. 


O let your strong imagination turn 

The great wheel backward, until Troy unburn, 

And then unbuild, and seven Troys below 

Rise out of death, and dwindle, and outflow, 

Till ali have passed, and none has yet been there : 

Back, ever back. Our birds still crossed the air; 

Beyond our myraid changing generations 

Still built, unchanged, their known inhabitations. 

A million years before Atlantis was 

Our lark sprang from some hollow in the grass, 

Some old soft hoof-print in a tussock’s shade; 

And the wood-pigeon’s smooth snow-white eggs were 
laid, 

High amid green pines’ sunset-coloured shafts, 

And rooks their villages of twiggy rafts 

Set on the tops of elms, where elms grew then, 

And still the thumbling tit and perky wren 

Popped through the tiny doors of cosy balls 

And the blackbird lined with moss his high-built walls; 
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A round mud cottage held the thrush’s young, 
And straws from the untidy sparrow’s hung. 

And, skimming forktailed in the evening air, 

When man first was were not the martins there? 
Did not those birds some human shelter crave, 
And stow beneath the cornice of his cave 

Their dry tight cups of clay? And from each door 
Peeped on a morning wiseheads three or four. 


Yes, daw and owl, curlew and crested hern, 
Kingfisher, mallard, water-rail and tern, 

Chaffinch and greenfinch, wagtail, stonechat, ruff, 
Whitethroat and robin, fly-catcher and chough, 
Missel-thrush, magpie, sparrow-hawk and jay, 
Built, those far ages gone, in this year’s way. 

And the first man who walked the cliffs of Rame, 
As I this year, looked down and saw the same 
Blotches of rusty red on ledge and cleft 

With grey-green spots on them, while right and left 
A dizzying tangle of gulls were floating and flying, 
Wheeling and crossing and darting, crying and crying, 
Circling and crying, over and over and over, 
Crying with swoop and hover and fall and recover. 
And below on a rock against the grey sea fretted, 
Pipe-necked and stationary and silhouetted, 

Shags stood in a wise, black, equal row 

Above the nests and long blue eggs we know. 


O delicate chain over all the ages stretched, 
O dumb tradition from what far darkness fetched : 
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Each little architect with its one design 
Perpetual, fixed and right in stuff and line, 
Each little ministrant who knows one thing, 
One learnéd rite to celebrate the spring. 
Whatever alters else on sea or shore, 

These are unchanging : man must still explore. 


THE MOON 
(To Maurice Baring) 


PROLOGUE 


(In a Letter to a Friend) 


HY did I write this poem thus, you asked, 
So formal and so careful and so cool, 
Elaborate and regular in measure 
So even, so impersonal, so long ? 


Those years ago I could not bear to explain. 
For as the great Lord Chesterfield remarked, 
One does one wrestle with a chimney-sweep. 
And, whosoever might misunderstand 

Or wonder what emotion prompted it, 

I wished to make a poem for the Moon 
Though *twere a secret shared by her alone : 


She was the beloved and insulted Moon. 


Insulted? Yes, the epithet sounds odd, 
The past seems often odd, incredible, 
156 


And all those days are buried in the dust, 
Difficult to remember. Yet a day 

There was when every newspaper in England 
Through ten vociferous beastly columns reeked 
With the demented details of a case, 

One of those suits through which the courts of England 
Help the malignant or the raving fool 

To blare through all the press to all the world 
Brutal and reckless charges indiscriminate, 
Mud that to innocent and to guilty sticks 

And, midst this witch’s holiday of filth, 
Torrents of frenzied talk of treason, blackmail, 
Coiling intrigue, unmentionable vice, 

That showed to the inflamed imagination 
Society one pit of infamy, 

As though a red and baleful fire should light 
The blackest serpent-writhing marsh in Hell, 
There came an interlude about the Moon, 

‘* Evidence’? about poets and the Moon. 


The occasion was that play of Oscar Wilde’s, 
Salome. It ts nothing ; artificial ; 
Tinsel magnificence and limelight horror, 
Crimes coldly copied-by a well-read man, 
Foul hints so frigid that they hardly shock, 
And dialogue in fragmentary French 
Made out of Maeterlinck and Ollendorff. 
But in this play there 1s mention of the Moon, 
A common property of poetry, 
Exploited here once more to get effects ; 
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And if they could prove something of the Moon 
One more dark shadow rested on Salome 
And all who ever thought that it was good. 
(So the contention came) whoever loved 
The Moon, or wrote a song of love in moonlight 
Or chose to muse in quiet of the Moon 
Or even recognised the Moon’s existence, ; 
Was weak and tainted and corrupt. And then, 
Came certain earthworms out of Harley Street, 
Professional experts in psychology, 
Who, with the unflinching confidence of their kind, 
Unqualifying and uncompromising, 
Swore *twas a known and demonstrated fact 
That any inclination to the Moon 
Betrayed the pervert. 

All that evening 
My heart throbbed in me, anger rose in me. 
I thought of Jessica and her Lorenzo, 
How sweetly slept the moonlight on that bank ; 
Of Sidney, dying at Kutphen, having sung 
““O Moon, with how sad steps thou climb’ st the sky,” 
Of Madeleine, alone in her moonlit chamber, 
Pure with the window’s gules upon her breast ; 
Agnes’s window frosty in the Moon, 
The summer Moon assuaging Arnold’s pain, 
The Moon, the nightingale, the English lawn, 
The murmuring weirs of Thames. Ah, race of poets ! 
Ah, mother, sister, lover, virgin, Moon, 
Refuge and consolation from the storms 
Of life that have grown stronger than our strength, 
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Accomplice to our purest, tenderest vows, 

And beacon of our loveliest memories, 

Thou also wert polluted and maligned ; 

I felt for thee an ardour of defence, 

A passion to proclaim thee, and a longing 

To give in that same hour of men’s apostasy 

A sacrifice of worship. As I gazed, 

That night through a high window, waiting thee, 
The words of expectation burned my brain. 
And then with opened lips I saw thee rise, 
Stlent and beautiful and unperturbed, 
Indifferent to the fevered words of men, 

But speaking, oh, so softly, to thy friend. 
There I resolved, though all thy temple courts 
Should be deserted save by me alone, 

To labour at thy tribute. First, for long 

I sought to find a measure and a verse, 

The equal of thy majesty and sweetness, 
Discarding many a cunning-woven form, 

As too irregular, too slow, too swift, 

Too grave or light in temper. Till at last 

A form there came which seemed to me to promise 
A poem, with each stanza like a moon, 
Consonant with the motion of the Moon 

That evenly progresses in the sky. 

And month by month, I worked with utter care, 
Like his who weaves on loom a tapestry, 

Not caring for proportion or for length, 

Only resolved to chant a song of praise, 
Recounting all thy aspects, all my dreams 


159 


Of thee, and all my memories of thee. 

In calm and equal pictured verse that still 
Might give variety in repetition. 

And having finished, careless of men’s praise, 
Laid it upon thine altar. 


THE MOON 


WAITED for a miracle to-night. 
Dim was the earth beneath a star-swept sky, 
Her boughs were vague in that phantasmal light, 
Her current rippled past invisibly. 
No stir was in the dark and windless meadows, 
Only the water, whispering in the shadows, 
That darkened nature lived did still proclaim. 
An hour I stood in that defeat of sight, 
Waiting, and then a sudden silver flame 
Burned in the eastern heaven, and she came. 


»y 

The Moon, the Summer Moon, surveys the vale : 

The boughs against the dawning sky grow black, 
The shades that hid those whispering waters fail, 

And now there falls a gleaming, lengthening track 
That lies across the wide and tranquil river, 
Burnished and flat, not shaken by a quiver. 

She rises still : the liquid light she spills 
Makes everywhere quick sparkles, patches pale ; 

And, as she goes, I know her glory fills 

The air of all our English lakes and hills. 
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High over all this England will she ride; 
She silvers all the roofs of folded towns, 
Her brilliance tips the edge of every tide, 
Her shadows make soft caverns in the downs; 
Even now, beyond my tree serenely sailing, 
She clothes far forests with a gauzy veiling, 
And even as here, where now I stare and dream, 
Standing my own transfigured banks beside, 
On many a quiet wandering English stream 
There lies the unshifting image of her beam. 


Yes, calm she mounts, and watching her, I know 
By many a river other eyes than mine 
Turn up to her; and, as of old, they show 
Their inward hearts all naked to her shine : 
Maids, solitaries, sick and happy lovers, 
To whom her dear returning orb discovers 
For each the gift he waits for : soft release, 
The unsealing of imagination’s flow, 
Her own sweet pain, or other pain’s surcease, 
The friendly benediction of her peace. 


I too am held : as kind she is, as fair, 
As when long since a younger heart drank deep 
From that sweet solace, while, through summer air, 
Her lucid fingers hushed the world to sleep. 
O as I stand this latest moon beholding, 
Her forms unresting memory is moulding ; 
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Beneath my enchanted eyelids there arise 
Visions again of many moons that were, 

Fair, fleeting moons gathered from faded skies, 

Greeted and lost by these corporeal eyes. 


Unnumbered are those moons of memory 
Stored in the backward chambers of my brain : 

The moons that make bright pathways on the sea, 
The golden harvest moon above the grain; 

The moon that all a sleeping village blanches, 

The woodland moon that roves beyond the branches, 
Filtering through the meshes of the green 

To breast of bird and mossy trunk of tree; 
Moons dimly guessed-at through a cloudy screen, 
The bronze diffusion shed by moons unseen; 


Moons that a thin prismatic halo rings, 
Looking a hurrying fleecy heaven through ; 
The fairy moons of luminous evenings, 
Phantoms of palest pink in palest blue; 
Large orange moons on earth’s grey verge suspended, 
When trees still slumber from the heat that’s ended, 
Erect and heavy, and all waters lie 
Oily, and there is not a bird that sings. 
All these I know, I have seen them born and die, 
And many another moon in many a sky. 


There was a moon that shone above the ground 
Where on a grassy forest height I stood; 
Bright was that open place, and all around 
The dense discovered tree-tops of the wood, 
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Line after line, in misty radiance glistened, 

Failing away. I watched the scene and listened ; 
Then, awed and hushed, I turned and saw alone, 

Protruding from the middle of the mound, 
Fringed with close grass, a moonlit mottled stone, 
Rough-carven, of antiquity unknown. 


A night there was, a crowd, a narrow street, 
Torches that reddened faces drunk with dreams, 
An orator exultant in defeat, 
Banners, fierce songs, rough cheering, women’s screams ; 
My heart was one with those rebellious people, 
Until along a chapel’s pointing steeple 
My eyes unwitting wandered to a thin 
Crescent, and clouds a swift and ragged sheet; 
And in my spirit’s life all human din 
Died, and eternal Silence stood within. 


And once, on a far evening, warm and still, 

I leant upon a cool stone parapet. 
The quays and houses underneath the hill 

Twinkled with lights; I heard the sea’s faint fret; 
And then above the eastern cape’s long billow 
Silent there welled a trembling line of yellow, 

A shred that quickened, then a half that grew 
To a full moon, that moved with even will. 

The night was long before her, well she knew, 

And, as she slowly rose into the blue, 
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She slowly paled, and, glittering far away, 

Flung on the silken waters like a spear, 
Her crispéd silver shaft of moonlight lay. 

The lighthouse lamp upon the little pier 
Burned wanly by that radiance clear and certain. 
Waiting I knew not what uplifted curtain, 

I watched the unmoving world beneath my feet 
Till, without warning, miles across the bay, 

Into that silver out of shadows beat, 

Dead black, the whole mysterious fishing-fleet. 


These moons I have seen, but these and every one 
Came each so new it seemed to be the first, 
New as the buds that open to the sun, 
New as the songs that to the morning burst. 
The roses die, each day fresh flowers are springing, 
Last year it was another blackbird singing, 
Thou only, marvellous blossom, whose pale flower 
Beyond mankind’s conjecture hath begun, 
Retain’st for ever an unwithering power 
That stales the loveliest stranger of an hour. 


But O, had all my infant nights been dark, 

Or almost dark, lit by the stars alone, 
Had never a teller of stories bid me hark 

The promised splendours of that moon unknown : 
How perfect then had been the revelation 
When first her gradual gold illumination 

Broke on a night upon the conscious child : 
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My heart had stopped with beauty, seeing her arc 
Climbing the heavens, so far and undefiled, 
So large with light, so even and so mild. 


Most wondrous Light, who bring’st this lovelier earth, 

This world of shadows cool with silver fires, 
Drawing us higher than our human birth : 

To whom our strange twin-natured kind suspires 
Its saddest thoughts, and tenderest and most fragrant 
Tears, and desires unnameable and vagrant : 

Watcher, who leanest quietly from above, 

Saying all mortal wars are nothing worth : 

Friend of the sorrowful, tranquil as the dove, 

Muse of all poets, lamp of all who love, 


Alone and sad, alone and kind and sweet, 
But always peaceful and removed and proud, 

Whether with loveliness revealed complete, 
Or veiling from our vision in a cloud : 

Our souls’ eternal listener, could we wonder 

That men who made of sun and storm and thunder 
The awful forms of strong divinity, 

Heard in each storm the noise of travelling feet, 
Should, gazing at thy face with hearts made free, 
Have felt a pure, immortal Power in thee? 


Selene, Cynthia, and Artemis, 
The swift proud goddess with the silver bow, 
Diana, she whose downward-bending kiss 
One only knew, though all men yearned to know; 
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The shepherd on a hill his flock was keeping, 
The night’s pale huntress came and found him sleeping : 
She stooped : he woke, and saw her hair that shone, 
And lay, drawn up to cool and timeless bliss 
Lapt in her radiant arms, Endymion, 
All the still night, until the night was gone. 


By many names they knew thee, but thy shape 
Was woman’s always, transient and white : 
A flashing huntress leaving hinds agape, 
A sweet descent of beauty in the night : 
Yet some, more fierce and more distraught their dreaming, 
Brooded, until they fashioned from thy seeming, 
A lithe and luring queen with fatal breath, 
A witch the man who saw might not escape, 
A snare that gleamed in shadowy groves of death, 
The tall tiaraed Syrian Ashtoreth. 


And even to-night in African forests some 
There are, possessed by such a blasphemy ; 

Through branching beams thy fevered votaries come 
To appease their brains’ distorted mask of thee. 

There in the glades the drums pulsate and languish, 

Men leap and wail to dim the victim’s anguish 
In the sad frenzy of the sacrifice. 

They are slaves to thee, made mad because thou art dumb 
And dumb thou lookest on them from the skies, 
Above their fires and dances, blood and cries. 
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So these; but otherwhere, at such an hour, 
In all the continents, by all the seas, 

Men, naming not the goddess, feel thy power, 
Adoring her with gentler rites than these : 

The thoughts of myriad hearts to thee uplifted 

Rise like a smoke above thine altars drifted, 
Perpetual incense poured before thy throne 

By those whom thou hast given thy secret dower, 
Those in whose kindred eyes thy light is known, 
Whom thou hast signed and sealéd for thine own. 


For thee they watch by Asian peaks remote, 
Where thy snows gleam above the pointing pines; 
Entranced on templed lakes is many a boat 
For thee, where clear thy dropt reflection shines ; 
On the great seas where nothing else is tender, 
Rising and setting, unto thee surrender 
All lonely hearts in lonely wandering ships ; 
And, where their warm far-scattered islands float, 
Through forests many a flower-crowned maiden slips 
To gaze on thee, with parted burning lips. 


O thus they do, and thus they did of old; 
Our hearts were never secret in thy sight; 
Ere our first records were thy shrine was cold 
That speechless eyes went seeking in the night; 
Beyond the compass of our dim traditions 
Thou knewest of men the pitiful ambitions, 
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Their loves and their despair; within thy ken 
All our poor history has been unrolled ; 

Thou hast seen all races born and die again, 

The climbing and the crumbling towers of men. 


Black were the hollows of that Emperor’s eyes 
Who paced with backward arms beyond his tents, 
Lone in the night, and felt above him rise 
The ancient conqueror’s sloping, smooth, immense, 
Moon-pointing Pyramid’s enduring courses, 
Heard not his sentries, nor his stamping horses, 
But thought of Egypt dead upon that air, 
Fighting with his moon-coloured memories 
Of vanished kings who builded, and the bare 
Sands in the moon before those builders were. 


Restless, he knew that moon who watched him muse, 

Had seen a restless Caesar brood on fame 
Amid the Pharaohs’ broken avenues. 

And, circling round that fixed monition, came 
Woven by moonlight, random, transitory, 
Fragments of all the dim receding story : 

The moonlit water dripping from the oars 
Of triremes in the bay of Syracuse ; 

The opposing bivouacs upon the shores, 

That knew dead Hector’s and Achilles’ wars. 


He saw fall’n Carthage, Alexander’s grave, 
The tomb of Moses in the wilderness, 
The moonlight on the Atlantean wave 
That covered all a multitude’s distress : 
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Cities and hosts and emperors departed 

Under the steady moon. And sullen-hearted 
He turned away, and, in a little, died, 

Even as he who hunted from his cave 
And struck his foe, and stripped the shaggy hide 
Under the moon, and was not satisfied. 


For in the prime, thy influence was felt; 
When eyes first saw, thy beauty was as this; 
Thy quiet look bade hope, fear, passion melt 
Before men dreamed of empire. The abyss 
Of thought yawned through their jungle then, as ever 
Dark past, dark future, menaced their endeavour : 
Yet, on thy nights, stood some by hill and sea 
Naked; and blind impulsive spirits knelt, 
Not questioning why they knelt, feeling in thee 
Thought’s strangest, sweetest, saddest mystery. 


Still Moon, bright Moon, compassionate Moon above, 
Thou shinedst there ere any life began, 
When of his pain or of his powerless love 
Thou heardest not from heart of any man; 
Though long the earth had shaken off the vapour 
Left by the vanished gleams of fire, the shaper, 
Old, old, her stony wrinkled face did grow 
Whilst only her blind elements did move; 
Dumb, bare, and prayerless thou saw’st her go, 
And afterwards again shalt see her so. 
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A time there was when Life had never been, 
A time will be, it will have passed away ; 
Still wilt thou shine, still tender and serene, 
When Life which in thy sister’s yesterday 
Had never flowered, will have drooped and faded ; 
Passed with the clouds that once her bosom shaded. 
She will be barren then as not before, 
Bared of her snows and all her garments green ; 
No darkling sea by any earthly shore 
Will take thy rays: thy kin will be no more. 


Pale satellite, old mistress of our fires, 
Who has seen so much and been so much to men, 
Symbol and goal of all our wild desires, 
Not any voice will cry upon thee then; 
Dreamer and dream, they will have all gone over, 
The sick of heart, the singer and the lover, 
An end there will have been to all their lust, 
Their sorrow, and the sighing of their lyres; 
O all this Life that stained Earth’s patient crust, 
Time’s dying breath will have blown away like dust. 


Gone from thine eye that brief confuséd stir, 
The rumours and the marching and the strife; 
Earth will be still, and all the face of her 
Swept of the last remains of moving life; 
The last of all men’s monuments that defied them, 
Like those his valiant gestures that denied them, 
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Into the waiting elements will fade, 
And thou wilt see thy fellow traveller, 
A forlorn round of rocky contours made, 
A glimmering disk of empty light and shade, 


Ah, depth too deep for thought therein to cast; 
The old, the cold companions, you will go, 
Obeying still some long-forgotten past, 
And all our pitiful history none will know; 
Still shining, Moon, still peaceful, wilt thou wander, 
But on that greater ball no heart will ponder 
The thought that rose and nightingale are gone, 
And all sweet things but thou; and only vast 
Ridges of rock remain, and stars and sun; 
O Moon, thou wilt be lovely alone for none. 


And so, pale wanderer, so thou leavest me, 
Passing beyond imagination’s range, 
Away into the void where waits for thee 
Thy inconceivable destiny of change ; 
And after all the memories I have striven 
To paint, this picture that thyself hast given 
Lives, and I watch, to all those others blind, 
Thy form, gliding into eternity, 
Fading, an unconjectured fate to find, 
The last, most wonderful image of the mind. 
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THE RUGGER MATCH 
(OxrorD AND CAMBRIDGE—QUEEN’S—DECEMBER) 
(To Hugh Brooks) 
I 
HE walls make a funnel, packed full; the distant 
Dene 
Bars us from inaccessible light and peace. 
Far over necks and ears and hats, I see 
Policemen’s helmets and cards hung on the ironwork : 
**One shilling,” ‘No change given,” ‘“‘ 'Ticket-holders 
only ”’; 
O Lord! What an awful crush! There are faces pale 
And strained, and faces with animal grins advancing, 
Stuck fast around mine. We move, we pause again 
For an age, then a forward wave and another stop. 
The pressure might squeeze one flat. Dig heels into 
ground 
For this white and terrified woman whose male insists 
Upon room to get back. Why didn’t I come here at one? 
Why come here at all? What strange little creatures we 
are, 
Wedged and shoving under the contemptuous sky ! 


All things have stopped; the time will never go by; 
We shall never get in! ... Yet through the standing 
glass 
The sand imperceptible drops, the inexorable laws 
Of number work also here. They are passing and passing, 
I can hear the tick of the turnstiles, tick, tick, tick, 
A man, a woman, a man, shreds of the crowd, 
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A man, a man, till the vortex sucks me in 

And, squeezed between strangers hurting the flat of my 
arms, 

I am jetted forth, and pay my shilling, and pass 

To freedom and space, and a cool for the matted brows. 

But we cannot rest yet. Fast from the gates we issue, 

Spread conelike out, a crowd of loosening tissue, 

All jigging on, and making as we travel 

“Pod, pod ”’ of feet on earth, “‘ chix, chix ” on gravel. 

Heads forward, striding eagerly, we keep 

Round to the left in semi-circular sweep 

By the back of a stand, excluded, noting the row 

Of heads that speck the top, and, caverned below, 

The raw, rough, timber back of the new-made mound. 

Quicker! The place is swarming! Around, around 

Till the edge is reached, and we see a patch of green, 

Two masts with a crossbar, tapering, white and clean, 

And confluent rows of people that merge and die 

In a flutter of faces where the grand-stand blocks the sky. 

We hurry along, past ragged files of faces, 

Flushing and quick, peering for empty places. 

I see one above me, I step and prise and climb, 

And stand and turn and breathe and look at the time, 

Survey the field, and note with superior glance, 

The anxious bobbing fools who still advance. 


I ; 
Ah! They are coming still. It is filling up. 
It is full. They come. There is almost an hour to go, 
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Yet all find room, the dribbles of black disappear 

In the solid piles around that empty green, 

We are packed and ready now. They might as well start, 

But two-forty-five was their time, and it’s only ten past, 

And it’s got to be lived through. I haven’t a newspaper, 

I wish I could steal that little parson’s book. 

I count three minutes slowly : they seem like an hour; 

And then I change feet and loosen the brim of my hat, 

And curse the crawling of time. O body, body ! 

Why did I order you here, to stand and feel tired, 

To ache and ache when the time wili never pass, 

In this buzzing crowd, before all those laden housetops, 

Around this turf, under the lid of the sky? 

I fumble my watch again : it is two-twenty : 

Twenty-five minutes to wait. One, two, three, four, 

Five, six, seven, eight : what is the good of counting? 

It won’t be here any quicker, aching hips, 

Bored brain, unquiet heart, you are doomed to wait. 

Why did I make you come? We have been before, 

Struggling with time, fatigued and dull and alone 

In all this tumultuous, chattering, happy crowd 

That never knew pain and never questions its acts . . . 

Never questions? Do not deceive yourself. 

Look at the faces around you, active and gay, 

They are lined, there are brains behind them, breasts 
beneath them, 

They have only escaped for an hour, and even now 

Many, like you, have not escaped; and away 

Across the field those faces ascending in tiers, 

Each face is a story, a tragedy and a doubt; 
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And the teams where they wait, in the sacred place to the 
right, 

Are bewildered souls, who have heard of and brooded on 
death, 

And thought about God. But this is a football match; 

And anyhow I don’t feel equal to thinking, 

And I’m certain the teams don’t; they’ve something 
better to do. 

It is half-past two, and, thank Heaven, a minute over. 

We are all here now. The laggards have all booked seats 

And stroll in lordly leisure along the front. 

What aman! Six foot, silk hat, brown face, moustache ! 

What a fat complacent parson, snuggling down 

In the chair there, among all his cackling ladies ! 

I have seen that youth before. My neighbour now 

On my left shouts out to a college friend below us, 

“Tommy! Hallo! Do you think we are going to beat 
em” 

My watch. Twenty-to-three. That lot went quickly ; 

Five minutes more is nothing; I’m lively now 

And fit for a five-mile run. One, two, three, four . 

It isn’t worth bothering now, it’s all but here, 

Here, here; a rustle, a murmur, a ready silence, 

A billowing cheer—why, here they come, running and 
passing, . 

The challenging team! By God, what magnificent fellows ! 

They have dropped the ball, they pause, they sweep onward 
again, 

And so to the end. Here are the rest of them, 

Swingingly up the field and back as they came, 
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With the cheers swelling and swelling. They disappear, 
And out, like wind upon water, come their rivals, 

With cheers swelling and swelling, to run and turn 

And vanish; and now they are all come out together, 
Two teams walking, touch-judges and referee. 

And they all line up, dotted about like chessmen, 

And the multitude holds its breath, and awaits the start. 


mI 
Whistle ! A kick! A rush, a scramble, a scrum, 
The forwards are busy already, the halves hover round, 
The three-quarters stand in backwards diverging lines, 
Eagerly bent, atoe, with elbows back, 
And hands that would grasp at a ball, trembling to start, 
While the solid backs vigilant stray about 
And the crowd gives out a steady resolute roar, 
Like the roar of a sea; a scrum, a whistle, a scrum; 
A burst, a whistle, a scrum, a kick into touch; 
All in the middle of the field. He is tossing it in, 
They have got it and downed it, and whurry, oh, here 
they come, 
Streaming like a waterfall, oh, he has knocked it on, 
Right at our feet, and the scrum is formed again, 
And everything seems to stop while they pack and go 


crooked. 

The scrum-half beats them straight with a rough smack 

While he holds the ball, debonair. . . . How it all comes 
back, 

As the steam goes up of their breath and their sweating 
trunks ! 
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he head low down, the eyes that swim to the ground, 

he mesh of ownerless knees, the patch of dark earth, 

The ball that comes in, and wedges and jerks, and is caught, 

\nd sticks, the dense intoxicant smell of sweat, 

The grip on the moisture of jerseys, the sickening urge 

That seems powerless to help; the desperate final shove 

That somehow is timed with a general effort, the sweep 

Inward, while enemies reel, and the whole scrum turns 

{nd we torrent away with the ball. O,Iknowitall.... 

| know it. . . . Where are they? . . . Far on the opposite 
line, 

Aimlessly kicking while the forwards stand gaping about, 

Deprived of their work. Convergence. They are coming 
again, 

[hey are scrumming again below, red hair, black cap, 

And a horde of dark colourless heads and straining backs; 

A voice rasps up through the howl of the crowd around 

Triumphant now in possession over all the rest 

Of crowds who have lost the moving treasure to us)— 

* Push, you devils!” They push, and push, and push; 

[he opponents yield, the fortress wall goes down, 

[he ram goes through, an irresistible rush 

Grosses the last white line, and tumbles down, 

And the ball is there. Atry! Atry! Atry! 

[he shout from the host we are assaults the sky. 


Deep silence. Line up by the goal-posts. A man lying 
down, 

Poising the pointed ball, slanted away, 

And another who stands, and hesitates, and runs 
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And lunges out with his foot, and the ball soars up, 

While the opposite forwards rush below it in vain, 

And curves to the posts, and passes them just outside. 

The touch-judge’s flag hangs still. It was only a try! 

Three points to us. The roar is continuous now, 

The game swings to and fro like a pendulum 

Struck by a violent hand. But the impetus wanes, 

The forwards are getting tired, and all the outsides 

Run weakly, pass loosely; there are one or two penalty 
kicks, 

And a feeble attempt from a mark. The ball goes out 

Over the heads of the crowd, comes wearily back; 

And, lingering about in mid-field, the tedious game 

Seems for a while a thing interminable. 

And nothing happens, till all of a sudden a shrill 

Blast from the whistle flies out and arrests the game. 

Half-time. . . . Unlocking. . . . The players are all erect, 

Easy and friendly, standing about in groups, 

Figures in sculpture, better for mud-stained clothes; 

Couples from either side chatting and laughing, 

And chewing lemons, and throwing the rinds away. 


IV 
The pause is over. They part from each other, sift out; 
The backs trot out to their stations, the forwards spread ; 
The captains beckon with hands, and the ball goes off 
To volleys and answering volleys of harsher cheers ; 
For the top of the hill is past, we course to the close. 
We’ve a three-point lead. Can we keep it? It isn’t enough. 
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We have always heard their three-quarters were better 
than ours, 

If they once get the ball. They have got it, he runs, he 
passes, 

The centre dodges, is tackled, passes in time 

To the other centre who goes like a bird to the left 

And flings it out to the wing. The goal is open; 

He has only to run as he can. No, the back is across, 

He has missed him; he has him; they topple, head over 
heels, 

And the ball bumps along into touch. They are stuck on 
our line; 

Scrum after scrum, with those dangerous threes standing 
waiting, 

Threat after threat forced back; a save, a return; 

And the same thing over again, till the ball goes out 

Almost unnoticed, and before we can see what is done, 

That centre has kicked, he has thought of the four points, 

The ball soars, slackens, keeps upright with effort, 

Then floats between posts and falls, ignored, to the ground, 

Its grandeur gone, while the touch-judge flaps his flag, 

And the multitude becomes an enormous din 

Which dies as the game resumes, and then rises again, 

As battle of cry of triumph and counter-cry, 

Defiant, like great waves surging against each other. 

They work to the other corner, they stay there long; 

They push and wheel, there are runs that come to nothing, 

Till the noise wanes, and a curious silence comes. 

They lead by a point, their crowd is sobered now, 

Anxious still lest a sudden chance should come, 
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Or a sudden resource of power in mysterious foes 

Which may dash them again from their new precarious 
peak, 

Whilst we in our hearts are aware of the chilling touch 

Of loss, of a fatal thing irrevocable, 

Feel the time fly to the dreaded last wail of the whistle, 

And see our team as desperate waves that dash 

Against a wall of rock, to be scattered in spray. 

Yet fervour comes back, for the players have no thought 
for the past 

Except as a goad to new effort, not they will be chilled : 

Fiercer and faster they fight, a grimness comes 

Into shoving and running and tackling and handing off. 

We are heeling the ball now cleanly, time after time 

Our half picks it up and instantly jabs it away, 

And the beautiful swift diagonal quarter-line 

Tips it across for the wing to go like a stag 

Till he’s cornered and falls and the gate swings shut again 

Thirty fighting devils, ten thousand throats, 

Thundering joy at each pass and tackle and punt, 

Yet the consciousness grows that the time approaches the 
end, 

The threat of conclusion grows like a spreading tree 

And casts its shadow on all the anxious people, 

And is fully known when they stop as a man’s knocked 
out 

And limps from the field with his arms round two com- 
rades’ necks. 

The gradual time seems to have suddenly leapt. . . . 

And all this while the unheeded winter sky 
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Has faded, and the air gone bluer and mistier. 
The players, when they drift away to a corner 
Distant from us, seem to have left our world. 
We see the struggling forms, tangling and tumbling, 
We hear the noise from the featureless mass around them, 
But the dusk divides. Finality seems to have come. 
Nothing can happen now. The attention drifts. 
There’s a pause; I become a separate thing again, 
Almost forget the game, forget my neighbours, 
And the noise fades in my ears to a dim rumour. 
I watch the lines and colours of field and buildings, 
So simple and soft and few in the vapoury air, 
I am held by the brightening orange lights of the matches 
Perpetually pricking the haze across the ground, 
And the scene is tinged with a quiet melancholy, 
The harmonious sadness of twilight on willowed waters, 
Still avenues or harbours seen from the sea. 
Yet a louder shout recalls me, I wake again, 
Find there are two minutes left, and it’s nearly over, 
See a few weaklings already walking out, 
Caring more to avoid a crush with the crowd 
Than to give the last stroke to a ritual of courtesy 
And a work of intangible art. But we’re all getting ready, 
Hope gone, and fear, except in the battling teams. 
Regret . . . a quick movement of hazy forms, 
O quiet, O look, there is something happening, 
Sudden one phantom form on the other wing 
Emerges from nothingness, is singled out, 
Curving in a long sweep like a flying gull, 
Through the thick fog, swifter as borne by wind, 
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Swerves at the place where the corner-flag must be, 
And runs, by Heaven he’s over! and runs, and runs, 
And our hearts leap, and our sticks go up in the air 
And our hats whirl, and we lose ourselves in a yell 
For a try behind the posts. We have beaten them ! 
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Outside; and a mob hailing cabs, besieging the station, 

Sticks, overcoats, scarves, bowler hats, intensified faces, 

Rushes, apologies, voices: “‘ Simpson’s at seven,” 

** Hallo, Jim,” “‘ See you next term,” “ I’ve just seen old 
Peter.” 

They go to their homes, to catch trains, all over the city, 

All over England; or, many, to make a good night of it, 

Eat oysters, drink more than usual, dispute of the match. 

For the match is all over, and what, being done, does it 
matter? 

What happened last year? I was here; I should know, 
but I don’t. 

Next year there will be another, with another result, 

Just such another crowd, just as excited. 

And after next year, for a year and a year and a year, 

Till customs have changed and things crumbled and all 
this strife 

Is a dim word from the past. Why, even to-night, 

When the last door has been locked, the last groundsman 
will go, 

Leaving that field which was conquered and full of men, 

With darkened houses around, void and awake, 
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Silently talking to the silent travelling moon : 

“The day passed. They have gone again. They will 
die.” 

To-night in the moon the neighbouring roofs will lie 

Lonely and still, all of their dwellers in bed; 

The phantom stands will glisten, the goal-posts rise 

Slanting their shadows across the grass, as calm 

As though they had never challenged an eager swarm, 

Or any ball had made their crossbars quiver. 

Clouds will pass, and the city’s murmur fade, 

And the open field await its destiny 

Of transient invaders coming and going. 

What was the point of it? Why did the heart leap high 

Putting reason back, to watch that fugitive play? 

Why not? We must all distract ourselves with toys. 

Not a brick nor a heap remains, the more durable product 

Of all that effort and pain. Yet, sooner or later, 

As much may be said of any human game, 

War, politics, art, building, planting and ploughing, 

The explorer’s freezing, the astronomer’s searching of 
stars, 

The philosopher’s fight through the thickening webs of 
thought, 

And the writing of poems: a hand, a stir and a sinking. 

And so, no more, of the general game of the Race, 

That cannot know of its origin or its end, 

But strives, for their own sake, its courage and skill 

To increase, till Frost or a Flying Flame calls “‘ Time !”’ 

I have seen this day men in the beauty of movement, 

A gallant jaw set, the form of a hero that flew, 
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Cunning, a selfless flinging of self in the fray, 

Strength, compassion, control, the obeying of laws, 

Victory, and a struggle against defeat. 

I know that the Power that gave us the bodies we have, 

‘Can only be praised by our use of the things He gave, 

That we are not here to turn our backs to the sun, 

Or to scorn the delight of our limbs. And for those who 
have eyes 

The beauty of this is the same as the beauty of flowers, 

And of eagles and lions and mountains and oceans and 
stars, 

And I care not, but rather am glad that the thought will 
recur 

That in Egypt the muscles moved under the shining skins 

As here, and in Greece where Olympian champions died, 

And in isles long ago, where never a record was kept. 


THE STOCKYARD 
(To Robert Frost) 


I 


Ty you go ai all to Chicago ? 


We came to Chicago over the wide plain, 
Travelling all a day on the Illinois plain, 
Dappled with distant woodlands and cosy farms. 
And the weather as time went on grew constantly colder 
And wetter; and we got there at night in a storm. 
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Did it clear next day ? 


It was cold and snowed a little, 
But we moved about and saw what we went to see. 


And what did you go to see? 


The University, 
A football match, the lake, some Chicago people, 
A play at the Opera... 


You did not go to the Stockyards ? 


We went to a Stockyard. 
We spent a morning there. 


I should not have thought it. How could you? What was it 
like ? 
Was there cruelty ? 


I should not say so, nothing so human. 
I will tell you. Keep still, if you really want to know. 


Ul 

It was cushioned and warm in the car, 
And I had a cigar; 
But icy outside. A few 
Thin snowflakes fell through the air or flew 
When a small gust blew. 
They spotted the rapid diverging lines 
Of buildings, waste-spaces, heaps 
Like the litter at tops of mines, 
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Scabrous cottages, dirty forlorn little shops, 

Railroad crossings, canals and telegraph posts. . 

I watched till monotony tired me, 

Then sank away, staring only 

At the driver’s back and the featureless grey of the sky. 


But at last we stopped at a place 

Of dingy yards with towering buildings behind, 
And backed and turned down a lane between high walls, 
Where bumping or halted by doorways 

We passed loaded wagons, and horses 

Who knew not what service they did there 

Plodding in the purlieus of slaughter. 

And I thought as I looked about me, 

Was it truth when I called it a duty 

That a man who ate flesh should come out here, 

Being answerable for all that is done here 

In this place that I dread to approach? 


We came to a yard and the door of a great new building 

Square and clean; and up in a lift, and into 

A spacious hall and rows of small clerks receding, 

At rows of desks, girls and their typewriters, 

Inkstands, ledgers, and cords of electric lights ; 

And then to a neat little office with pictures and carpet 

Where a little old man awaited us, smiling and shrewd, 

A man with a close white beard and twinkling eyes. 

He was witty and kind, he cracked us a few little jokes 

About mixing up men with beasts, and the need of guides; 
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So he rang for guides, and two tidy young men came and 
fetched us 

And we picked up our hats and sticks and walked down- 
stairs : 

And I heard at my ear in a quiet sad voice 

A sad reproach that I could not answer : 

** You have come to see the filthiest thing in the world : 

Why have you come to a thing so loathsome, 

To ask trite questions and act indifference 

As now you are doing before you have started 

To stroll through the filthiest place in the world? ” 


So we stepped out into the cold, 

And walked in pairs, wincing at wind and sleet, 

Through gates, across gravel, and then to a range of 
buildings. 

The explanations began, my guide talked profusely, 

I professed an interest. But my heart was unquiet, 
afraid, 

Trembling with fear at the expectation of strangeness, 

Pledged to encounter something I could not guess : 

What people? What duties? What infamies done in 


the light 

Yet hid from the world? ... Who but a fool would 
come? 

Would I go away now if I could? . . . But now was too 
late, 


The threshold was crossed at the lowest plank of a stairway 
Rising outside a high wall. Came a whiff of the sty. 
We climbed to a gallery running along outside 

187 


A windowless wooden loft. They were here for a day, 

The hogs who would die to-morrow. ‘They were through 
that wall. 

We must pass, for we did not come to see feeding hogs. . . . 

Yet I could not help but linger and peep through a crack : 

And there in a filtered light they were scattered about, 

Scores of squat steadfast hogs, snouting at roots, 

Arrived that day with only a day’s respite, 

Fattening after a journey, contentedly grunting, 

At the rest and the space and the food. . . . No notice 
would they take 

Of the new tall sides of the sty, the numerous company. 

Yet I looked at them full of fear and awe : 

Not pigs did I see but Life in a doom-filled place, 

All things and their destiny, not to be understood, 

Till my name in a courteous voice broke into my trance : 

** We have only an hour and a half: there is much to see.” 


The gallery led to a door and we left the sky 
And stood among beams by a flat revolving drum. 
Pigs slung by the hinder feet went round with that drum 
Squealing, and when they had soared and drooped again 
A man with a rhythmical knife let blood from their throats, 
And they passed down the shed on an endless chain, 
smoothly, 
At regular intervals, pig after pig after pig. 
Hung downwards, slate-coloured, pouring blood, to vanish 
Through a door. The smell came hot and enveloped 
us round. 
I dared not look at the others. I held my breath, 
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Breathed through my mouth, thought about other things . . 
I had to walk slowly and could not ask to go back. 


A sound of perpetual scraping, a warm wet stench . . . 

And then, still steaming, moved evenly into a hall 

A line of pinkish-white pigs, atrociously naked, 

Their unders gashed with a wound from tail to head, 

Suspended parallel, a quivering pattern of trunks 

And dangling snouts and smooth flapping pointed ears, 

A shifting geometrical maze of bodies 

That trembled when turning the corners. Men stood 
at their posts 

Jabbing and slicing and plucking. The file moved slowly, 

And evenly opposite, over against the chain, 

A belt flowed on with tight little heaps that were entrails, 

The gaping body above, the entrails below it, 

Each pile gliding in line with the belly that owned it, 

Till it came in the middle to the front of a blue-smocked 
figure, 

Who worked with his fingers, who dipped and peered 
and dipped 

In time like a clock, a man who would stand all a day, 

All a year, all a life, groping and peering in entrails 

Watching for something there that would mean disease . . . 

I remember : a negro: he’d an armlet “ U.S. Inspector.” 


Somewhere the heads went off : when we next stood still 
In a narrow high passage, half-hogs came tumbling 
outward 
To the top of an inclined plane of wood, slid down 
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And stuck at the base a second to be smitten in two. 

A dark young man with an axe was standing there, 

Lean-waisted, strong-armed; one fancied a mask like a 
headsman’s. 

He waited, axe downwards, his eyes looking at us and 
through us, 

His mouth was firm, chin square, he’d a slight dark 
moustache : 

Slavonic perhaps. There was pride and contempt in 
his eyes, 

And nothing else lived in his face to show what he thought. 

A carcass rushed down; his hands went steadily upwards, 

Then down flew the axe and’severed it clean between bones, 

To tumble down funnels. . . . I answered ashamed his 
gaze 

As he stood, imperious, erect, his eyes looking forward, 

Axe at rest, straight down from his forearm, a waiting 
headsman, 

A figure from allegory, a symbol of Doom. 


And beyond were cool chambers where browning hogs 
of the past 

Hung quiet in lines that dwindled away in the distance 

In twilight and fume, being cured. The blood was 
behind us, 

The corridors now were steely and bare, and at last 

We came to light and the human; in a varnished room 

Hams slid in and were placed in paper wrappers, 

Packed and sealed by pretty aproned girls, 

Dainty and clean like nursery-rhyme dairymaids ; 
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And a clock marked noon as we watched, and they all 
broke off, 

And two of them put their arms round each other’s waists, 

And went tripping upstairs to their meal, whispering and 
laughing ; 

All under the one vast roof with the knives and the steam. 


They were hurrying outside in the grey cold yards, 

Men and women with anxious faces, 

Crossing the yard, hurrying for dinner. . 

But there was no rest in that place from continuous killing, 

The work with the sheep and the cattle went clanking on, 

And we threaded the bleak-faced crowd to go on with 
BUM OAY, bs a0. 

A sawdusty room, very clean, surrounded with meat, 

Where dealers would come, but none as yet were there ; 

Cool stores of pieces all still in a blue half-light ; 

And then a glimpse of the sheep-sheds : an open door 

And a flock huddling in, led by a trotting goat 

Trained to betray those simpletons; woolly backs 

Jammed in the pen, and further, a struggling sheep 

Hauled through, and another, then dangling bodies and 
chains® x. 

We passed through a place where a row of throat-cut 
calves 

Hung downwards, their muzzles and tongues dripping 
blood to the floor : 

One of them started to kick like a marionette : 

We glanced and went on to the largest shed of all. 
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So at last we stood 

In an old black gallery whose wood was dewy with death, 

Old death soaked in. Across, there were bullocks entering 

From the light to the dimness, patient. Were they con- 
scious of death? 

Did they wonder what this was to which they were brought 
in a herd 

Of strange companions, these fields with no pools, no trees, 

No grass on the ground, no gentle light from above, 

No leisure to kneel and sleep? They were strangely 
silent ; 

But once from them came most quiet and pitiful 

A brief little lowing, a little plaintive moo, 

Like a question that got no answer. There was not 
another, 

No sound but the shuffling of bodies as we sauntered 
around 

And halted above them and gazed right down on their 
backs. 

They stood there stolid like prisoners under a guard, 

And were pushed one by one to their end. For beyond a 
partition 

We moved, and could see, directly below us, two men 

Half screened by the shadows, and one had a hammer 
he swung. - 

The bullock came in and waited, staring ahead, 

The hammer leapt down on his head with a loud smack, 

And the beast collapsed and crumpled along the ground 

To be hooked and slung and raised and swung for the 
slitting. 
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But some I saw that, dazed, fell to their knees 

And needed a second blow, and one 

That came to its knees and looked with uplifted head, 

Bewildered, appealing, as against a dread mistake, 

And the loud crack drove it down, and it lay like the rest, 

And went off like the rest in the gloom and another one 
came, 

And another, another, and passed to the high dark hall, 

Where great carcasses slowly moved, or were held by men 

With plunging arms, who slashed and stripped and clove. 

They were dabbled with blood, the place was all painted 
with blood, 

Splashings and drippings and clots; blood trickled to the 
gutters 

Specked with white fragments of flesh. In the open space 

Of the middle men padded about in the dark red slime 

Of a flat floor paved with blood... . 


Dazzled and sick I passed into the light, 
Down steps, along scaffoldings, moving with the others, 
Crossing the firm’s museum where they preserve 
Relics of the founder’s humble beginnings, 
A rude machine and photographs of a shop. 
I talked and smiled with effort, wishing for solitude 
In an air heavy with the neighbourhood of death ; 
At moments marching mechanically, empty and vague, 
Till the thought came back again, dizzying, frightening, 
That within those pale insubstantial walls of brick 
The wheels of death were grinding, death at each stroke, 
Life pouring down a shoot to the dark Pit, 
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A manufacture of death. And when we were parting, 
Shaking hands in the bright white carpeted office 
Thanking our host, while floated through the partition 
The muted multitudinous tapping of typewriters, 
Everything swam before me, I felt like falling, 

I saw again that antechamber of slaughter, 

And heard the timid lowing of that poor beast. . 


A varied day, many people, chat about books, 
Journeys, sight-seeing, shops. In pauses outdoors, 
In streets and courts, at the edge of the ruffled grey lake, 
My nostrils were suddenly filled with a scent from the 
suburbs, : 
A sickening, pungent, invisible reek blowing in 
Over miles of roofs. I set my teeth to my retching, 
And told myself, “‘ It is only wood-smoke from the curing, 
It gets in your clothes in those vaults with the files of hams, 
Or even if not, if it blows, it is only wood-smoke.”’ 
But a whisper came. “ No, not smoke; it’s the scent of 
death, 
The odour of death that hangs always over Chicago. 
Chicago lives always in the breath from the caverns of 
Death, 
And her people walk always, knowing it, trying to forget it; 
Buying and selling and playing, fringed by that horror, 
They smell it and do not speak.” 
But at night in the Opera 
We sat in a box surrounded by pensive faces, 
Soft hair, glinting jewels, silks, white elbows on velvet, 
Curving around inanarc. There were rows below 
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Of bare-armed women and quiet white-fronted men, 

And far above us, mounting in tiers to the roof, 

A slope, thick-speckled with faces. The lights went down, 
The people glimmered in shadow all silent, watching 

The enchanted gold of the stage, cut square in the darkness. 
They saw a pageant of white-cowled monks who chanted, 
Feigned worship and grief, a woman dressed as a boy; 
They were fired and lifted, comforted, saddened, delighted, 
By chains of pearly song, deep organ-like choruses. . . . 
Across that circle of thousands 

At the summit of civilisation 

In a pause of the wandering music 

Like the boding voice of disaster 

I heard a desolate lowing. 

They were happy in song and colour, 

Flushed and tender and yearning : 

But wanning the air a cloud came over, 

A poisonous breath that choked my nostrils. 


We talked. The lights went up, then down for a ballet. 
In the lovely fairyland world of the stage, 
A shepherdess sweetly beribboned 
Drooped sighing by a faltering fountain 
That sprayed and sobbed in the twilight, 
Circled by dark-green bushes 
And the pedestalled heads of fauns ; 
And a ring of shepherds came leaping, 
Brown-limbed, in a noiseless motion, 
Joining hands and dividing and joining again 
To delicate minglings of music. . 
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O harp and horn and Arcadian pipe ! 
Again from the marshes of blood beyond 
It stole to me, chilling my spirit, 

The inveterate miasma of death, 

A presence drifting as only I knew 

Over all that gaiety, sensibility, 
Refinement, innocent playing with toys. 
And I thought no longer of only Chicago 
But of all our haunted race and its world. 
The auditorium was rent like a veil 

And I saw in a chasm of infinite darkness 
Killing, devouring, and charnel smoking, 
Writhing, flames and a rain of blood, 


The faceless phantoms of Baal and Moloch .. . 


Till it closed and again I resumed my life. 


OCCASIONAL PIECES 


CONSTANTINOPLE 


** I suddenly realise that the ambition of my life has been—since 
I was two—to go on a military expedition against Constantinople.” 
—Letter from Rupert Brooke. (Died at Scyros, April 23, 1915.) 


JUSTINIAN. 


ogs the church stand I raised 
Against the unchristened East? 
Still do my ancient altars bear 
The sacrificial feast? 


My jewels are they bright, 
My marbles and my paint, 
Wherewith I glorified the Lord 
And many a martyred Saint? 


And does my dome still float 
Above the Golden Horn? 

And do my priests on Christmas Day 
Still sing that Christ was born? 


EUROPE. 


Though dust your house, Justinian, 
Still stands your lordliest shrine, 
But the dark men who walk therein, 

Know not of bread nor wine. 
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They fell long since upon your stones, 
And made your colours dim, 

Their priests who pray on Christmas Day 
They sing no Christmas hymn. 


But a voice at evening goes 
From every climbing tower, 
Crying a word you never heard, 

A name of desert power. 


CONSTANTINE PALZOLOGUS. 


For seven hundred years 
We gripped a weakening blade, 
Keeping the gateway of the West 
With none to give us aid. 


Till at the last they broke 
What Constantine had built, 

And by the shattered wall the blood 
Of Constantine was spilt. 


Do men remember still 
The manner of my death, 
How after all those failing years 
I at the last kept faith? 
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EUROPE. 


They know it for a bygone thing 
True but indifferent, 

For many a fight has come to pass 
Since to the wall you went. 


Westward and northward, Emperor, 
Poured on that bloody brood, 

Till those must turn to save themselves 
Who had known not gratitude. 


One fought them on the Middle Sea, 
One at Vienna’s gate, 

And then the kings of Christendom 
Watched the red tide abate. 


Till in the end Byzantium 
Heard a returning war; 


But still a Mehmet holds your tomb... . 


Keep silence . . . ask no more. 
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CHRISTMAS HYMN FOR LAMBETH 


“PATRIOTISM FOR PaupER CHItpDREN.—The Lambeth 
Guardians yesterday decided that, in order that the Poor Law school 
children may have an opportunity of appreciating the position of 
national affairs, the usual practice of allowing each child an egg 
for breakfast on Christmas morning be suspended this year. The 
Chairman of the Board remarked that it was beiter to let the children 
go without eggs than to give them shop eggs.’—The Times, 
November 12, 1914. 

“ Lambeth is the site of the historic archi-episcopal palace.”— 
Guide to London. 

“< We are the boys of the Bulldog Breed.” —Nos Omnes. 


ARK ! the Lambeth Guardians sing : 
Glory to the new-born King; 

Glory to the gun and sword 

That will teach the German horde 

In way they'll not forget, 

England still is England yet. 

We are also sons of Drake 

Who would strike for England’s sake; 

We shall help to win the day 

In our more prosaic way. 


None, we know, would dare suggest 

That we have not done our best 

In the past to educate 

Babes who sponge upon the State, 

To promote their civic sense 

And save the ratepayers expense. 
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Should this education cease 

With the piping times of peace? 

No; and we know how to teach them 
In a way we hope will reach them. 


Eggs have been upon occasion 
Instruments of moral suasion. 

We have brought from Scandinavia 

For the birthday of the Saviour, 

Eggs which taught our infant folk 

To detest the foreign yolk; 

Eggs which would, we felt, remind them 
They must take things as they find them, 
And that little pauper hearts 

Are not even good in parts. 


This régime, we think, suffices 

For the children’s normal vices ; 

But the want of public spirit— 

What return does that not merit? 

Loudly we in concert call 

They should have no eggs at all; 

Dock their food, and when they’re starvin’ 
They'll perhaps attend to Garvin. 

Eggs is eggs, and eggs is dear, 

They shall have no eggs this year ! 


Guardians mine, so far so good 
This adjustment in the food ; 
But, my Guardians, why, I beg, 


Go no further than an egg? 
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If you’d have them not ignore 

All the grave effects of war, 

Sell their beds and let them freeze 
Like the Belgian refugees ; 

Go the whole instructive hog, 

Shell the workhouse, burn and flog. 


Flog a few and shoot a few— 

You will surely, if you do, 

Rouse them from their lethargy. 
Though the weaker ones may cry 
For dead fathers and dead mothers 
They will realise that others’ 
Situation is much worse, 

And agree that war’s a curse, 

And imbibe a novel zeal 

For their native commonweal. 


Thus when they with clearer eyes 

Are persuaded to despise 

Luxury, and cease to treasure 

A vain and empty life of pleasure, 
Duly chastened they will sing : 

“* Glory to the new-born King ! 

I am sorry, Jesus dear, 

I don’t deserve an egg this year; 

Peace on earth and mercy mild, 

And Christ forgive a workhouse child.” 
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Then, my Guardians, you will’go 

Home to Alexandra Row, 

Chatsworth Terrace or “‘ St. Ann’s,”’ 

** River View,” “‘ The Den,” ‘‘ The Manse,” 
Justly proud of what you’ve done 

To repel the hated Hun, 

Hoping that it will afford 

Satisfaction to the Board; 

And round your Christmas table heavy 
With things (thank God we’ve got a Navy !) 
You will talk about the War 

And eat and eat until you snore. 


THE, SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST 
(In Memoriam, L. C. and T.) 


“ Without war the race would degenerate.’”’—An eminent writer, 
March 30, 1915. 


HESE were my friends; Thompson, you did not know 
ah them, 

For they were simple, unaspiring men ; 
No ordinary wind of chance could blow them 

Within the range of your austerer ken. 


They were most uninformed. They never even 
—So ignorant and godless was their youth— 
Heard you expound, with reverences to Heaven, 
The elements of biologic truth. 
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Had they but had the privilege to cluster 
Around Gamaliel’s feet, they would have known 
That hate and massacre also have their lustre, 
And that man cannot live by Love alone. 


But having no pillar of flame of your igniting 
To guide by night, no pillar of cloud by day, 
They thought War was an evil thing, and fighting 
Filthy at best. So, thus deluded, they 


Not seeing the war as a wise elimination, 

Or a cleansing purge, or a wholesome exercise, - 
Went out with mingled loathing and elation 

Only because there towered before their eyes 


England, an immemorial crusader, 
A great dream-statue, seated and serene, 

Who had seen much blood, and sons who had betrayed her, 
But still shone out with hands and garments clean; 


Summoning now with an imperious message 
To one last fight that Europe should be free, 
Whom, though it meant a swift and bitter passage, 
They had to serve, for she served Liberty. 


Romance and rhetoric !_ Yet with such nonsense nourished 
They faced the guns and the dead and the rats and the 
rains, 
And all in a month, as summer waned, they perished; 
And they had clear eyes, strong bodies, and some brains. 
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Thompson, these died. What need is there to mention 
Anything more? What argument could give 

A more conclusive proof of your contention ? 
Thompson, these died, and men like you still live. 


De NEWESONG “Or "THE BISHOP OF 
LONDON 


a 


IR CHRISTOPHER WREN looked out on the dire 
Remains of the fire, 
Ashes and mire : 
And he said : “‘ I feel a distinct desire 
To build it all again. 
A town has gone and a town shall rise 
Noble and strong for our children’s eyes, 
A whole new beautiful London lies 
In my very inventive brain.” 
He said : “ It’s a job I must not shirk 
But work 
Like a Turk 
Till I’ve built a kirk 
Wherever an ancient kirk did lurk 
Before the fire began.” 
So he stood them up, a score 
Or more 
(Not knowing the Bishop would think him a bore) 
Wherever a church had stood before, 
According to his plan. 
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Cuorus : But the Bishop of London will pull them down, 
Pull them down, pull them down, 
For he isn’t a sentimentalist, 
But a practical business chap. 
He will roll up his sleeves and tuck up his gown, 
Put pulley and pick to Wren’s renown, 
And cart the churches out of the town 
And sell them all for scrap. 


II 


Sir Christopher came to the field of the fire, 
And graced it with spire 

And nave and choir, 

Careful column and carven attire, 

That the ships coming up from sea 
Should hail where the Wards from Ludgate fall 
A coronal cluster of steeples tall, 

All Hallows, Barking, and by the Wall, 
St. Bride, St. Swithin, 

St. Catherine Coleman, 

St. Margaret Pattens, 

St. Mary le Bow, 

St. Nicholas Cole Abbey, 

St. Alban, Wood Street, 

St. Magnus the Martyr, 

St. Edmund the King, 

Whose names like a chime so sweetly call, 
And high over all 
The cross and the ball 
On the riding redoubtable Dome of Paul. 
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Cuorus : But our Mother the Church has learnt of late 

That to speculate 

In real estate 

Brings money along at a greater rate 
Than passing around the bag, 

So she’s found the capital value out 

Of St. Fohn’s Within and St. Fude’s Without, 

And the churches will all go up the spout, 
And Balham will get the swag. 


Til 


The churches arose all clean and neat 
That the generations of men might meet 
Mute reminders in every street 
That the reign of money was not complete, 

And centuries came and passed. 
And the merchants and clerks and floaters of loans, 
Honoured the churches and loved their stones, 
And time came gently and touched their bones, 
Sooted the stones 
And bleached the stones, 

But the Bishop was born at last. 
And he looked and thought and he cried the news, 
If we pull them down in ones and twos 
All over the place we can then diffuse 
Red-brick Gothic and pitch-pine pews, 
And factory-made windows in wonderful hues, 
Yellowy-reds and whitey-blues, 

For the profits they will be vast. 
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Cuorus : For the Bishop he lives in a world apart 

And thinks (O bless his innocent heart !) 

That nothing but Gothic can ever be Art, 
And Art doesn’t do when dear ; 

He would fling the churches into the mart 

To make room for insurance offices smart, 

Tall and yellow and scrolled and smart, 
While our brothers in Moscow cheer. 


IV 


When the altars are down and the graves in pop 
Let us hope our lord, the Lord Bish-op, 
Won’t weakly drop 
The campaign or stop, 
And he’d make far more if he’d start from the top : 
For in Medicine Hat and Tennessee 
In Woolloomooloo and Tuskegee 
Our crazy cousins across the sea 
Still hanker for ancient walls; 
Where the moon on Carolina climbs 
They are still very much behind the times 
And wouldn’t they rush to pass the dimes 
If the Bishop would sell St. Paul’s, 
And if not the whole, at least the Dome 
That usELEss Dome 
That EMpTy Dome, 
They’d be only too glad to give it a home 
Where the black-eyed Susans grow. 
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And our bustling Bishop must not think twice, 
Or listen to talk of a sacrifice, 
If he’s offered a price 
That’s really nice 
From the banks of the Ohio. 


Granp CuHorus : Now let us sing 

Hey-ding-a-ding-ding, 

Long live the Bishop, long live the King, 

And long live Mammom and everything 
Excepting our sires of old ; 

And let us pull all the churches down, 

And the Abbey down, 

And the Tower down, 

And especially Fulham Palace down, 
And sell the sites for gold. 


LINES 


Written on receiving from the Librarian of a College which educates 
** the mountain youth of Tennessee,” a request for “‘ a book”? 
to assist in the re-formation of the Library, which was recently 
destroyed by fire. 


INE ears have heard your distant moan, 
O mountain youth of Tennessee ; 
Even the bowels of a stone 
Would melt at your librarian’s plea. 
Although we’re parted by the ocean, 
I’m most distressed about your fire : 
Only I haven’t any notion 
What sort of volume you require. 
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I have a Greene, a Browne, a Gray, 
A Gilbert White, a William Black, 
Trollope and Lovelace, Swift and Gay 
And Hunt and Synge: nor do I lack 
More sober folk for whom out there 
There may be rather better scope, 
Three worthy men of reverend air, 
A Donne, a Prior, and a Pope. 


Peacock or Lamb, discreetly taken, 
Might fill the hungry mountain belly, 
Or Hogg or Suckling, Crabbe or Bacon 
(Bacon’s not Shakespeare, Crabbe zs Shelley). 
And if—for this is on the cards— 
You do not like this mental food, 
I might remit less inward bards : 
My well-worn Spenser or my Hood. 


Longfellows may be in your line 
(Littles we know are second-raters), 
Or one might speed across the brine 
A Mayflower full of Pilgrim Paters. 
Or, then, again, you may devote 
Yourselves to less esthetic lore, 
Yet if I send you out a Grote 
For all I know you’ll ask for More. 
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O thus proceeds my vacillation : 
For now the obvious thought returns 
That after such a conflagration 
A fitting sequel might be Burns. 
And now again I change my mind 
And, almost confidently, feel 
That since to Beg you are inclined 


You might like Borrow, say, or Steele... . 


ENVOI 


Yes, Prince, this song shall have an end. 
A sudden thought has come to me— 
The thing is settled : I shall send 
A Tennyson to Tennessee ! 
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THE LOVER’S LUTE 


HE moonlight song Leander’s love would hear, 
The song that climbed the towers of Guinevere, 
Live on my lips, and I can echo yet 
The song of Romeo to Juliet. 
I know them all, and I by heart can say 
The songs of Troilus to Cressida. 


STONEHENGE 


BSERVATORY, altar, temple, tomb, 
Erected none knows when by none knows whom, 
To serve strange gods or watch familiar stars, 
We drive to see you in our motor-cars 
And carry picture postcards back to town 
While still the unsleeping stars look coldly down. 


TO AN INSCRUTABLE MISTRESS 


ROUD alien eyes, command me, body and mind, 
If my surrenders can but make you kind. 

Do with me as you will, be eloquent 

Of all you want from me, only relent. 

In vain I plead. O pitiless lovely eyes 

The more I yield, the more you tyrannise. 


ON CURTIUS 


URTIUS, with you proud Nature made a man 
Built on a perfectly harmonious plan, 
Equal and absolute in you we find 
A filthy body and a filthy mind. 
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IN CONTINUATION OF POPE ON 
NEWTON 


T did not last : the Devil howling “‘ Ho, 
Let Einstein be,” restored the status quo. 


ON ROSE WHO MARRIED MR. FROST 


TILL blushing through the frosty nights ! 
Here nature’s rule is lost : 
The frost all other roses blights, 
This Rose will melt the Frost. 


ON A GENERAL ELECTION 


HE battle’s set ’twixt Envy, Greed, and Pride : 
Come, Conscience, do your duty : choose your side. 


ON COBB AND WEBB, A FIRM IN 
WESTMINSTER 


HERE Cobb and Webb await their spoils, 
Lurking in their united toils, 

Whatever tempts the vagrant fly 

The rash may enter, but not I. 


ANOTHER ON THE SAME 


o fit and final a conjunction here 
The mint of human wit could never coin : 
Eternal Purpose did not show more clear 
Through Plato’s halves predestinate to join. 
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ON METAPHYSICIANS 


HESE men will spend their lives, ’tis odd ! 
Inventing nicknames for their God. 


ON ONE WHO DIED YOUNG 


Is poetry was understood 
H Quite easily : it wasn’t deep; 
And Cambridge thought it rather good 
And Oxford thought it rather cheap. 


FAME 


PLEASANT toy; how can it be 

That some should feel such jealousy, 
Fight and malign, discarding shame, 
For such a little thing as Fame : 
A rumour in the homes of men 
That lives mere centuries, and then, 
Dies in the void earth passes through, 
Spinning until her time be done, 
One of the humble retinue 
That circle round the fated sun? 


TO A PASSIONATE BOY 


o fierce, my boy, so angry hot, 
What have they done to thee? 
O boy who knowest woman not, 
Thou knowest not cruelty, 
219 


TO AN OLD ;POET IN RETIREMENT 


HE season wanes : this stout old tree lives on 
Burdened with fruit though all his leaves are gone. 


IN OXFORD STREET 


HESE endless forms with faces blank as stone. 
Hard to believe that souls distinct they are, 
Each with a hue and motion of its own 
As has its spectrum every separate star. 


ON A DEAD FRIENDSHIP 


OOK yet once more upon him where he lies 
So straight and still, never again to rise, 
His golden skin, his eyelids and his hair : 
He was so fair, this stranger was so fair. 


EPITAPH 


T morning we knew our need 
Too late to think upon : 
The shore was littered with weed 
But the ship was gone. 


TO — 


ROTHER, what can you hope to find 
Groping and peering all about 
In these long labyrinths of mind ? 
** Alas, alas, a doorway out ! ” 
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CHAMELEONS 
To 


y say that creature takes his hue 

| From anything he’s nearest to : 
He’s red on red, and blue on blue, 
And purest green on green. But you 
Most curious we must report 
Chameleons of another sort 
Who always stubbornly refuse 
To match your neighbours’ tints, but choose 
“To be, at whatsoe’er expense 
Of morals, taste or common-sense 
Conspicuous by difference. 


and ——— 


AN EPITAPH 


HIFTLEss and shy, gentle and kind and frail, 
Poor wanderer, bewildered into vice, 
You are freed at last from seas you could not sail, 
A wreck upon the shores of Paradise. 


A FRESH MORNING 


ow am I a tin whistle 
Through which God blows, 
And I wish to God I were a trumpet 
—But why, God only knows. 
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INTERIOR 
AND myself swore enmity. Alack, 
Myself has tied my hands behind my back. 


Yielding, I know there’s no excuse in them— 
I was accomplice to the stratagem. 


ON A LADY-~ PLAYING PATIZENGE 


ce 


SHALL play Patience,” Delia said, 
|- To soothe me till I go to bed: ” 
She failed and failed and failed once more, 
Then flung the cards upon the floor. 


ON OCULISTS 


ss HE oculist prescribes me spectacles,”’ 


He says; “‘ I hope the advice is sound,” I think 
A man as well might visit the Six Bells 
And ask mine host if throat should have a drink. 


HONESTY. AT A FIRE 


HAT a calamity ! what dreadful loss ! 
How sad ’twould be if anyone were dead ! 
Still no fire-engine !_ Look, it leaps across : 
O how I hope this lovely fire will spread ! 
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TO HER BEAUTY 


LossoM lingering from the Spring 
When the corn is in the field, 
I must still your beauty sing 
Though, alas, we soon shall yield 
You your beauty, I my rhyme, 
To the sextonry of Time. 


AT A SPORTS MEETING 


HE pistol goes : now starts the mimic strife. 

One wins. But in the bitter race of Life, 
Mute on the track there stands a hooded shape 
Who shoots each runner ere he breasts the tape. 
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TRANSLATIONS FROM BAUDELAIRE 


TOUT ENTIERE 
(From Baudelaire) 


HIS morning in my attic high 
The Demon came to visit me, 
And seeking faults in my reply, 
He said : “ I would inquire of thee, 


“ Of all the beauties which compose 
Her charming body’s potent spell, 
Of all the objects black and rose 
Which make the thing you love so well, 


“Which is the sweetest? ”? O my soul ! 
Thou didst rejoin : ‘‘ How tell of parts, 
When all I know is that the whole 
Works magic in my heart of hearts ? 


** Where all is fair, how should I say 
What single grace is my delight? 

She shines on me like break of day 
And she consoles me as the night. 


‘“* There flows through all her perfect frame 
A harmony too exquisite 
That weak analysis should name 
The numberless accords of it. 
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**O mystic metamorphosis ! 

My separate senses all are blent; 
Within her breath soft music is, 

And in her voice a subtle scent ! ” 


THE ALCHEMY OF GRIEF 
(From Baudelaire) 


nE, Nature ! burns and makes thee bright, 
One gives thee weeds to mourn withal; 
And what to one is burial 
Is to the other life and light. 


The unknown Hermes who assists 
And alway fills my heart with fear 
Makes me the mighty Midas’ peer 

The saddest of the alchemists. 


Through him I make gold changeable * 
To dross, and paradise to hell; 
Clouds for its corpse-cloths I descry. 


A stark dead body I love well, 
And in the gleaming fields in high 
I build immense sarcophagi. 
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SPLEEN 
(From Baudelaire) 


HEN the low heavy sky weighs like a lid 
Upon the spirit aching for the light 
And all the wide horizon’s line is hid 
By a black day sadder than any night; 


When the changed earth is but a dungeon dank 
Where batlike Hope goes blindly fluttering 

And, striking wall and roof and mouldered plank, 
Bruises his tender head and timid wing; 


When like grim prison bars stretch down the thin, 
Straight, rigid pillars of the endless rain, 

And the dumb throngs of infamous spiders spin 
Their meshes in the caverns of the brain ;— 


Suddenly, bells leap forth into the air, 
Hurling a hideous uproar to the sky 

As ’twere a band of homeless spirits who fare 
Through the strange heavens, wailing stubbornly. 


And hearses, without drum or instrument, 
File slowly through my soul; crushed, sorrowful, 
Weeps Hope, and Grief, fierce and omnipotent, 
Plants his black banner on my drooping skull. 
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THE CRACKED BELL 
(From Baudelaire) 


’ 1s bitter-sweet, when nights are long, 
To watch, beside the flames which smoke and twist, 
The distant memories which slowly throng, 
Brought by the chime soft-singing through the mist. 


Happy the sturdy, vigorous-throated bell 
Who, spite of age alert and confident, 

Cries hourly, like some strong old sentinel 
Flinging the ready challenge from his tent. 


For me, my soul is cracked; when sick with care 
She strives with songs to people the cold air 
It happens often that her feeble cries 


Mock the harsh rattle of a man who lies 
Wounded, forgotten, "neath a mound of slain 
And dies, pinned fast, writhing his limbs in vain. 


THE OFFENDED MOON 
(From Baudelaire) 


Moon, O lamp of hill and secret dale ! 
Thou whom our fathers, ages out of mind, 
Worshipped in thy blue heaven, whilst behind 
Thy stars streamed after thee a glittering trail, 
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Dost see the poet, weary-eyed and pale, 
Or lovers on their happy beds reclined, 
Showing white teeth in sleep, or vipers twined, 
"Neath the dry sward; or in a golden veil 


Stealest thou with faint footfall o’er the grass 
As of old, to kiss from twilight unto dawn 
The faded charms of thine Endymion? .. . 


*O child of this sick century, I see 
Thy grey-haired mother leering in her glass 
And plastering the breast that suckled thee ! ” 


TO THEODORE DE BANVILLE, 1842 
(From Baudelaire) 


oO proud your port, your arm so powerful, 
With such a grip you grip the goddess’ hair, 
That one might take you, from your casual air, 
For a young ruffian flinging down his trull. 


Your clear eye flashing with precocity, 
You have displayed yourself proud architect 
Of fabrics so audaciously correct 

That we may guess what your ripe prime will be. 


Poet, our blood ebbs out through every pore; 
Is it, perchance, the robe the Centaur bore, 
Which made a sullen streamlet of each vein, 
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Was three times dipped within the venom fell 
Of those old reptiles fierce and terrible 
Whom, in his cradle, Hercules had slain? 


MUSIC 
(From Baudelaire) 


FT Music, as it were some moving mighty sea, 
Bears me towards my pale 
Star : in clear space, or neath a vaporous canopy 
On-floating, I set sail. 


With heaving chest which strains forward, and lungs 
outblown, 
I climb the ridgéd steeps 
Of those high-piléd clouds which ’thwart the night are 
thrown, 
Veiling its starry deeps. 


I suffer all the throes, within my quivering form, 
Of a great ship in pain, 

Now a soft wind, and now the writhings of a storm 
Upon the vasty main 

Rock me : at other times a death-like calm, the bare 
Mirror of my despair. 
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THE SADNESS OF THE MOON 
(From Baudelaire) 


HIS evening the Moon dreams more languidly, 
Like a beauty who on mounded cushions rests, 
And with her light hand fondles lingeringly, 
Before she sleeps, the slope of her sweet breasts. 


On her soft satined avalanches’ height 
Dying, she laps herself for hours and hours 

In long, long swoons, and gazes at the white 
Visions which rise athwart the blue like flowers. 


When sometimes in her perfect indolence 
She lets a furtive tear steal gently thence, 
Some pious poet, a lone, sleepless one, 


Takes in his hollowed hand this gem, shot through 
Like an opal stone, with gleams of every hue, 
And in his heart’s depths hides it from the sun. 


MOESTA ET ERRABUNDA 
(From Baudelaire) 


GATHA, tell me, does thy heart not ache, 
Plunged in this squalid city’s filthy sea, 
For another ocean where the splendours break 
Blue, clear, and deep as is virginity ? 
Agatha, tell me, does thy heart not ache? 
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The sea, the sea unending, comforts us ! 
What demon gave the hoarse old sea who sings 
To her mumbling hurricanes’ organ thunderous 
The god-like power to cradle sorrowful things? 
The sea, the sea unending, comforts us. 


Carry me, wagon, bear me, barque, away ! 

Far! Far! For here the mud is made of tears ! 
Does Agatha’s sad heart not sometimes say : 

“*O far from shudderings and crimes and fears, 
Carry me, wagon; bear me, barque, away? ” 


How far thou art, O scented paradise, 
O paradise where all is love and joy, 
Where all is worthy love ’neath the azure skies, 
And the heart drowns in bliss without alloy ! 
How far thou art, O scented paradise ! 


But the green paradise of childish loves, 
The games, the songs, the kisses and the flowers, 
The laughing draughts of wine in hidden groves, 
The violins throbbing through the twilight hours, 
—But the green paradise of childish loves. 


The artless paradise of stealthy joys, 
Is that already leagues beyond Cathay? 
And can one, with a little plaintive noise, 
Bring it again that is so far away— 
The artless paradise of stealthy joys? 
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THE OWLS 


(From Baudelaire) 
? EATH their black yews in solemn state 
The owls are sitting in a row 
Like foreign gods; and even so 
Blink their red eyes; they meditate. 


Quite motionless they hold them thus 
Until at last the day is done, 
And driving down the slanting sun, 
The sad night is victorious. 


They teach the wise who gives them ear 
That in this world he most should fear 
All things which loud or restless be. 


Who, dazzled by a passing shade, 
Follows it, never will be free 
Till the dread penalty be paid. 


THE BLIND 
(From Baudelaire) 


Ook at them, Soul! They are horrible. Lo ! there, 
Like shrunk dwarfs, vaguely ludicrous; yet they keep 
An aspect strange as those who walk in sleep, 
Rolling their darkened orbs one knows not where. 
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Their eyes, from which the godlike spark has flown, 
Stare upward at the sky as though to see 
Some far thing, never hang they dreamily 

Those eyes toward the barren pavement-stone. 


Thus cross they the illimitable dark, 
That brother of eternal silence. Mark ! 
O frenzied city, as thou roarest by. 


Drunk with thy song and laughter, I too stray 
With crawling feet ! but ask, more dull than they, 
*“‘ What seek they, all these blind men, in the sky?” 


THE RANSOM 
(From Baudelaire) 


o pay his ransom man must toil 
With Reason’s implement alone 
To plough and rake and free from stone 
Two plots of hard volcanic soil. 


And if he would from out them wrench 
A few thorns or a meagre flower, 
Continually a heavy shower 

Of his salt sweat their roots must drench. 

236 


The one is Art, the other Love; 
And on that last and terrible day 
The wrath of the stern judge to stay 
And ’scape the vengeance from above, 


He must show barns whose uttermost 

Recesses swell with ripened grain, 

And blooms whose shapes and hues will gain 
The suffrage of the Heavenly Host. 


THE: PIPE 
(From Baudelaire) 


N author’s favourite pipe am I, 
My Kaffir woman’s countenance 
Tells the beholder at a glance 
My master smokes incessantly. 


If he is mournful or in pain 
I smoke as does the ploughman’s cot 
When the good wife prepares the pot 
Before her spouse comes home again. 


I bind his soul and rock her well 
In the blue twisting skein which slips 
And rises from my fiery lips, 


And weave a very potent spell 
Which soothes his heart in its distress 


And heals his spirit’s weariness. 
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THE CATS 
(From Baudelaire) 


HE lover and the stern philosopher 
Both love, in their ripe time, the confident 
Soft cats, the house’s chiefest ornament, 
Who like themselves are cold and seldom stir. 


Of knowledge and of pleasure amorous, 

Silence they seek and Darkness’ fell domain ; 

Had not their proud souls scorned to brook his rein, 
They would have made grim steeds for Erebus. 


Pensive they rest in noble attitudes 
Like great stretched sphinxes in vast solitudes 
Which seem to sleep wrapt in an endless dream; 


Their fruitful loins are full of sparks divine, 
And gleams of gold within their pupils shine 
As ’twere within the shadow of a stream. 


THE IRREPARABLE 
(Frem Baudelaire) 


I 


ow shall we kill this old, this long Remorse 
Which writhes continually 
And feeds on us as worms upon a corse, 
Maggots upon a tree? 
How stifle this implacable Remorse ? 
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What wine, what drug, what philtre known of man 
Will drown this ancient foe, 

Ruthless and ravenous as a courtesan, 
Sure as an ant, and slow? 

What wine? what drug? what philtre known of man? 


O tell, fair sorceress, tell if thou dost know 
This soul distraught with pain 

As a dying soldier crushed and bruised below 
Steel hooves and wounded men ! 

O tell, fair sorceress, tell if thou dost know. 


This poor racked wretch the wolf already flays 
O’er whom the vultures whirr, 

This broken warrior ! if in vain he prays 
For cross and sepulchre. 

This anguished wretch the wolf already flays. 


How should we read dense gulfs which know not dawn 
Nor eve, nor any star? 

How pierce with light skies which abyss-like yawn 
When black as pitch they are? 

How should we read dense gulfs which know not dawn? 


' Hope glimmered in the windows of the Inn, 
But Hope is dead for aye ! 

Moonless and rayless, can poor travellers win 
To shelter from the way? 

The Devil made dark the windows of the Inn ! 
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Dost love the damned, adorable sorceress ? 
Dost know the smitten sore ? 

Dost know Remorse that, grim and pitiless, 
Feeds at my heart’s red core? 

Dost love the damned, adorable sorceress ? 


My soul is prey to the Irreparable, 
It gnaws with tooth accurst, 

And, termite-like, the cunning spawn of hell 
Mines the foundations first ! 

My soul is prey to the Irreparable ! 


II 


Often within a theatre I have seen, 
*Thwart the orchestral roar, 

A dazzling Fairy stand in sudden sheen 
Where all was gloom before ! 

Often within a theatre I have seen 


A being made of light and gold and gauze 
Fling Demons to their fate ! 

But on my heart’s dark stage an endless pause 
Is all, and I await 

In vain, in vain the Spirit with wings of gauze ! 
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THE SPIRITUAL DAWN 
(From Baudelaire) 


HEN upon revellers the stained dawn breaks 
The fierce ideal comes with it; at that hour, 
Stirred by some terrible avenging power, 
An angel in the sated brute awakes. 


Above the stricken, suffering man there glow 
Far azure plains of unimagined bliss 
Which draw his dreaming spirit like the abyss. 
O pure, beloved Goddess, even so 


O’er the smoked wrecks of stupid scenes of shame 
Brighter and rosier thy sweet memory 
Hovers before my wide eyes hauntingly. . . . 


The sun has dimmed and charred the candles’ flame, 
And thus, my glorious all-conquering one, 
Thy shade is peer to the immortal Sun. 


DE PROFUNDIS CLAMAVI 
(From Baudelaire) 


my sole love, I pray thee pity me 
From out this dark gulf where my poor heart lies 
A barren world hemmed in by leaden skies 
Where horror flies at night, and blasphemy. 
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For half the year the sickly sun is seen, 
The other half thick night lies on the land, 
A country bleaker than the polar strand ; 
No beasts, no brooks, nor any shred of green. 


There never was a horror which surpassed 
This icy sun’s cold cruelty, and this vast 
Night like primeval Chaos; would I were 


Like the dumb brutes, who in a secret lair 
Lie wrapt in stupid slumber for a space. . . 
The time creeps at so burdensome a pace. 


THE ENEMY 
(From Baudelaire) 


AUGHT but a long blind tempest was my youth, 
Sun-shot at times; the thunder and the rain 
Have worked their havock with so little ruth 
That in my garden few red fruits remain. 


Now have I reached the autumn of my thought, 
And shovel and pick must use some soil to save 

From out the ruins that the rain hath wrought 
Where all around great pits gape like the grave. 


Who knows if these last flowers of my dreams 
Shall find beneath this naked strand that streams 
The mystic substance which their strength imparts? 
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O misery ! misery! Time eats our lives, 
And that dark Enemy who gnaws our hearts 
Grows by the blood he sucks from us, and thrives. 


LA CHEVELURE 
(From Baudelaire) 


BILLOWS flowing o’er the shoulders bare ! 
O curls! O perfume sweet beyond belief ! 
Here in this bower to people the night air 
With all the memories sleeping in this hair 
I long to shake it like a handkerchief ! 


Fierce Afric and the languorous Orient, 

All a vast world, distant, nay, almost dead, 
Within this aromatic wood is pent; 
My soul beloved floats upon thy scent 

As other souls have music for a bed. 


I will go out where full-veined man and tree 
Swoon daylong in the sultry summer’s heat— 
Strong tresses be the barque which carries me : 
Thou holdest a bright dream, O ebon sea, 
Of sails, flames, rowers, on a splendid fleet ; 


A harbour where through every sense are rolled 
Vast sweeping waves of perfume, sound, and hue 
Where vessels gliding over moire and gold 
Stretch up great arms to heaven to enfold 
The glory of the everlasting blue. 
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There waits for me delicious drunkenness 
In this dark sea which holds those other seas; 
My spirit in the gentle main’s caress 
Shall know once more the old rich idleness, 
Infinite rockings of embalméd ease. 


Ah ! dark-blue, streaming banner of the night, 
You bring me back those azure skies afar, 

Plunged in your silken folds my soul takes flight 

And drinks once more with measureless delight 
The scent of cocoa-oil and musk and tar. 


For ever I will scatter in each strand, 

That thou may’st never turn deaf ears to me, 
Rubies, pearls, sapphires with a lavish hand . . 
Thou art the well-spring in a desert land 

Wherefrom I quaff deep draughts of memory. 
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